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SE game of “fate 


Story Description 


When you're all alone in this world, what do you do to survive by yourself? 
When people around you disappear like shadows in the darkness, can you live 
through the pain and sadness? When living feels like a punishment; when the 
world traps you in a bottomless pit of never-ending adversities and affliction, 
and you don't have the wings to fly away from it, how do you escape? When 
your life is a complete mess of unassembled, broken pieces that can't be glued 
back together, is there still hope that things will get better in the end? 


The story tells about the life of a fearless, hot-headed delinquent, an eighteen- 
year-old high school student, a boy who uses his fists to solve his problems. 
Spending all his days fighting and making trouble in the streets, his life was a 
dark abyss of endless misery and bad luck. That was until he met her again 
one fateful night. 


Leyon's childhood was anything but happy. It all started with a car accident 
when he was only eight years old. The incident took everything away from 
him: his parents, his home, his perfect life, everything. Deaths after deaths, a 
broken childhood filled with painful memories, a forgotten first love, 
everything went downhill for him. He grew up lost and alone, all by himself 
and with nobody to rely on. 


Ten years later, during the darkest part of his life, Leyon met his long 
forgotten childhood sweetheart again. In the midst of the busy streets and the 


flickering city lights, the two souls reunited in a cruel game of fate. 


Unravelling the pain of love, sadness and suffering, this story traverses the life 
of two broken souls — a mad delinquent and a soft-hearted mute girl. It tells 
the journey of how these two souls healed each other's wounds, how they 
paved their own ways by lighting each other's dark paths, and becoming the 


best version of themselves. 


Prologue 


Surviving in this world is not easy. 


Sometimes, it's the world that brings you down to your knees, puts you 
through endless sufferings over and over again just to see how much 
more you can take. It's the world that takes people away from you, 
tears you to shreds and then kills you. Life is like a joke, but only the 


cruel and bitter ones. 


Even so, there are also times when life gives you blessings. It gives you 
endless choices, but it all depends on you to make the right one. You 
can either fight for your way to reach your dreams or die a worthless 
death by doing nothing. 


When it comes to me... 


Even if the weight of the pain and suffering that this world has 
thrown on my shoulders tries to knock me down or break me, I won't 


let it have its way. 


As long as there is one person in this world who will accept me for who 
I am, then that is enough of a reason for me to keep going and 


continue living. 


And for me, that person is her. 


Chapter 1: The Accident 


The storm was unreasonably severe and uncontrollable that very day. The noise from the 
increasingly loud, continuous rainfall filled the chaotic night air, blocking off any other 
sounds coming from the area. Continuous flashes of lightning cracked the sky, followed by 
violent, destructive roars of thunder. 


Along a wooded highway, a lone car swished past the paved roads, undeterred by the heavy 
rainfall crashing onto its surfaces, the windscreen wipers of the car relentlessly doing their 
job to repel the violent waves of the downpour. 


"Mama. Are we there yet?" asked an eight-year-old boy who was sitting alone in the backseat 
of the car. Staring at the outside from the window of the car, all he could see was plain 
darkness, but sometimes, occasional flashes of lightning would light up the sky, frightening 
him. "I want to be home." 


"We're almost there, honey. Why don't you take a quick nap and I'll wake you up when we get 
there, okay?" The mother coaxed the little boy, turning back from the front seat of the car, 
and giving him a comforting smile. 


"Yes. You must be tired, son. Sleep for a while. We'll reach home soon," his father said to him 
before paying his attention back on the road as he drove back to their destination. 


"Okay, Papa," replied the boy, rubbing his droopy eyes. 


Travelling at night when the weather was this bad was never a good option, but it didn't stop 
the family of three. Having a complicated job, the boy's father had to go on multiple business 
trips, leaving his family behind to earn his living. But this time, however, the boy insisted his 
father take him and his mother on his business trip, to which his father, after a lot of 
contemplation, finally agreed and took them. 


"Linda?" the boy's father addressed his wife. 
"What is it?” she asked, her curious amber eyes looking at him. 
"Sorry, the business trip took longer than expected," he said to her. 


"It's fine. I understand your situation, Mr. David," Linda teased her husband in a flat toned 
voice. 


At the unexpected name call, David laughed at his wife's dry sense of humour. She never 
failed to amuse him. "It must've been tough on you," he apologised nonetheless. 


"No, it's not. As long as our son is happy, that's all that matters to me." Linda smiled, tugging 
a strand of brown hair behind her ears. 


"There's something I've been meaning to tell you," David began. "I've managed to secure a 
stable job in our city, so now I can spend more time with Ley and you.” 


“Well, isn’t that a good thing? Our son's always missing you since you're never around. Don’t 
you think it might affect your father-son relationship?” 


“I know, Linda. That’s why I’m trying hard to get this job and now I’ve finally made it!” David 
laughed aloud. 


“Papa, you're too noisy. How do you expect me to sleep when you laugh like that?” his half- 
asleep son accused him, getting up from the backseat. 


“Oh. Did I wake my lovely Ley?” Ley was a sweet nickname David gave him, which was taken 
from his actual birth name, Leyon. "Papa's sorry. Will you forgive me?" 


"Hmph!" Leyon pouted, crossing his arms. "Only if you treat me to ice cream when we get 
home." 


"It's a promise then." David grinned at his son. 


"I don't know what to do with the both of you." Linda gently smiled and shook her head. 
When she glanced up at the road, however, she froze, a look of pure horror crossing her 
features. "Watch out!" she screamed in panic. 


Amidst the storm and in the middle of the road, they encountered a wild reindeer. David 
gasped and jerked the steering wheel hard, trying to evade the wild animal. The car 
screeched to a halt, but the sudden application of brakes and an unfavourable turn in 
direction made the car lose control. 


Everything that happened in those few seconds was a complete blur to Leyon, his father, and 
his mother. The alarming scene played out in slow motion until tragedy struck. In a span of a 
few seconds, the car had flipped over on its sides after making a sharp U-turn, and rolled 
down a narrow slope, rushing through the woods before finally crashing into a big tree. 


But the heavy downpour continued uninterrupted. 


The first thing he saw when he opened his eyes was a hazy, severely contorted image of the 
plain white ceiling above him. The world around him was spinning in circles, and he had no 
comprehension of what was happening there. A few minutes ticked by unknowingly as his 
mind wandered in and out of consciousness. When he partly became able to get a grip on his 
current state, he found himself in an unfamiliar room, laying on an unfamiliar bed, an 
oxygen mask covering his nose and mouth. He could also hear the continuous beeping sound 
of the heart rate monitor that was installed beside his bed. 


"Leyon K, is that right?" came a voice. Who was calling his name? He opened his mouth to 
speak, but nothing came out. 


"You're going to be fine. The hospital will take good care of you. Rest now." 


Leyon turned and saw a man wearing a white coat standing by his bed. He smiled warmly at 
him. But to Leyon, everything felt like a dream. 


There were a lot of questions he needed answers to, but they were left unspoken: Why was he 
all alone there? Where was his mama? Where was his papa? Why weren’t they here with 
him? The accident, he suddenly realised. Were they safe? Would they come for him soon? He 
didn't like it one bit. He wanted to see his parents. He didn't like this cold atmosphere; he 
didn't like to be alone. Mama, Papa, come find me. Leyon blinked and felt hot tears roll 
down the sides of his cheeks. He closed his eyes and tried to sleep again, imagining his 
parents' footsteps entering the room and hearing the cry of his beloved mother’s voice once 
more. 


It had been two days since the horrible incident. Leyon had been discharged from the 
hospital after two complete days; he had fully recovered by then. Soon after getting 
discharged, the police station in Riverfield Hills had quickly taken him into custody for his 
own safety. 


"Hey, kid. Do you have anyone we can contact for you?" A police officer asked him but he 
was met with silence. The kid remained seated on the small work chair, staring off into 
space, his dark, hollow eyes devoid of any emotion. 


Crouching on the floor to match the height of the kid, the police officer continued, "Look, 
kid... I know it's been hard on you, but you need to cooperate, okay? We're trying to help you 
here. So let me ask you again... Do you have anyone you know? Any relatives or friends?" 


"Boss Brad, I think you should stop asking the boy. You're won't get anything out of him. 
Look at him, he's been traumatised," yelled another officer from the back. 


"Can you be any more direct, Steve?" Brad glared at Steve. Brad was the officer in charge of 
that police station, and Steve was his underling. "At least, we have to get something out of 
him," Brad continued. "How are the investigations going? Did you do a full background 
check on him yet? Does he have any more living relatives or not?" Brad asked Steve a series 
of questions. 


"Uh, I'm still working on it," replied Steve. 


"If you can't even do a simple background check on a small kid, how will you handle more 
serious cases, huh? Do you think the police station is a playground? Do your job properly or 
submit your resignation letter tomorrow!" Brad shouted at the top of his voice, snapping 
back all the other officers who were dozing off in the room. Some even jolted wide awake 
from their short nap and began to dive into their work. 


Suddenly, the door to the station room burst open and a frantic looking old woman barged 
inside. Her moist, silver eyes wildly scanned the room in a desperate attempt to find 
someone. She looked to be a woman in her seventies. 


"Leyon!" she shouted after finally spotting the person she was looking for. "My grandson, I'm 
here.” 


Overcome with grief and in tears, the old woman rushed towards her grandson and 
enveloped him in a tight hug. "Granny..," Leyon mumbled. 


"I'm sorry I took so long to find you." Her heart sank, looking at her grandson's poor, 
dishevelled appearance. His once shiny black hair was now all rumpled and untidy; his 
bright blue eyes looked dull and lifeless, and his body was severely malnourished. Seeing the 
state her grandson was in made her want to kill herself for not arriving there sooner to take 
care of him. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry," she apologised over and over again, even though she 
received no reply from her grandson. 


Leyon did not cry, not even after seeing the grief and sorrow on his grandmother's crying 
face. Why would he cry, though? His mind stopped him. It was not like it would change 
anything. It was not like it would bring his dead parents back to life. 


"It's okay now. Granny's here. I'm so glad you are okay, my dear grandson," cried the old 
woman, kissing him repeatedly on his forehead, and hugging him close to her chest. "Are you 
hurt anywhere?" she asked, hastily moving her hands up and down his whole body, checking 
for injuries. Apart from the small band-aid that was plastered on the left side of his forehead, 
there was nothing else to be concerned about. Her grandson seemed to be fine. 


"Granny... Papa and Mama..." 


"It's okay, baby. Granny knows. It's okay. It's going to be alright," the old woman assured 
him. "Let's go. Let's go to granny's home. Granny will take care of you from now on." 


"Ahem. You are the child's grandmother?" Brad asked. 
"Ah yes," the grandmother replied, wiping the tears off her face as she got up to look at Brad. 
"I was beginning to think he has nobody left in his family to take care of him." 


"I'm sorry. You must have had a hard time trying to find me. I live in the village. The 
communication resources we have there are very limited. That's why you probably weren't 
able to reach me," she explained. "I heard the news about the accident on the radio. I went to 
the hospital to check, but they told me my grandson had been taken to the police station, so I 
got here as fast as I could to see him." 


"I see. Our sincerest apologies for the ignorance, madam. Come this way." Brad motioned for 
her to take a seat in front of his desk, pulling the chair out for her. "I'm going to ask you a few 
questions and please answer them honestly. You'll be allowed to take your grandson home 
with you after that," Brad finished. 


After all the funeral proceedings for his parents were over and done, it took Leyon almost a 
week to properly settle down with his grandmother. They had come to the countryside where 
his grandmother resided, in a small cottage located in a tiny village. 


The property and house which belonged to his family had been seized by his father's 
company. It was to pay off the debts which his father owed to the company, they had said. 
Apparently, a collateral contract had been signed by his father to complete a huge project 
funded by the company but it crashed and failed following his demise, so they had seized the 
house and property to compensate for their losses, leaving Leyon with absolutely nothing for 
himself. But it didn't matter, anyway. Because Leyon had his grandmother now. And she was 
going to take care of him. She was his only family now. 


Violent noises could be heard coming from a small house in the village. The sound of glasses 
shattering on the floor echoed throughout the whole neighbourhood. Pots and pans crashing 
down on the floor could be heard, followed by loud, angry shouts. It was exactly six in the 
evening and two angry couples were fighting and shouting incoherent words at each other. 


"Get out! Do you hear me? Get out of here," shouted the man, downing another bottle of 
alcohol. 


"How long are you going to keep being like this? I can't take it anymore, you useless human 
being," cried the woman. 


"Then get lost. I don't ever want to see your face. Get out of my house. Why're you still here?” 
the man shouted again, violently throwing delicate plates and glasses from the kitchen 
counter, and then staggering back into the living room to knock the table over. 


"Do you think I'm staying here for you? I'm staying for my daughter. It's dark outside and 
only God knows where she could be now. Do you have any regard for your own daughter 
who's out there all alone?!" The woman screamed so loud she almost tore her lungs apart. 


"I should just kill you today, huh? You crazy woman." Saying that, the man stomped forward, 
grabbed the woman by her hair, and pushed her down on the floor. 


The two couples continued fighting, throwing each other a series of insults as more objects 
and utensils smashed onto the floor. It was going to be a long night. 


"Evelyn. Did you fight with your husband again?" 


"Mama Claire, he's too much." Evelyn sniffed, rapidly blinking her eyes to drive away the 
tears. 


"Life is hard, isn't it?" Claire put her hand on top of Evelyn's and gave her a reassuring smile. 
They were both sitting down on a thin mat that was laid out on the wooden floor in Claire's 
small cottage. 


"T don't know..." 


"Look at your pretty face. All covered with bruises." The woman named Claire reached out 
her hand and gently touched Evelyn's face. "Wait here. Let me go get some cold water for you 
and a towel." Claire got up to walk, but Evelyn stopped her, shaking her head. That made 
Claire sit back down again to comfort her. 


"My daughter, she's out there and I don't know what to do. I can't find her so I came to you." 
Evelyn started crying again. 


"I'm sure she's fine, Evelyn. This isn't the first time this has happened. Whenever you fight 
with your husband, she runs away because she's frightened but she has always returned, no? 
Your daughter may be little, but she is wise. She will eventually come back. So don't fret over 
it, my dear.” Claire patted her back lovingly, trying to calm her down. 


"I hope she gets back soon," said Evelyn, giving Claire a worried look. But she soon dismissed 
her anxiousness, assured that her daughter would return soon. Children in the countryside 
were brought up differently, unlike those brought up in the cities. They were already way 
mature than their own age and could properly take care of themselves. 


"Let's wait for a few minutes, okay? It's almost eight in the evening. My grandson went out 
on a little errand. He'll be back soon. Then we can go look for your daughter together,” Claire 
told Evelyn. 


"Your grandson? Ah, I've heard the news... so he went out on an errand?" asked Evelyn. "But 
it's so late.” 


"Yes. Well, I never intended to send him out, but my grandson, he's stubborn. I told him he 
should go tomorrow, but he insists on going alone tonight, saying I'm old and should rest 
instead.” Claire laughed, but her eyes carried a tint of sadness. "I can't stop him. Ever since 
he came here, all he's been doing is taking care of this small house and me. He's an extremely 
mature kid. Though I suppose the accident might have something to do with it. He hasn't 


been the same since then. He rarely even smiles or tells me anything anymore. But he's very 
diligent and works hard for the both of us." 


"It must be hard for him, coping with all those unfortunate events at such a young age. Isn't 
he just eight?" 


"Yes, he is." 
"Ah. So young. He's around the same age as my daughter.” 


Claire sighed loudly. "God is just too cruel, Evelyn. I wonder what I've done in my past life to 
deserve this. I don't understand why my son had to be taken away from me in such a cruel 
way. Not just him, they took away my kind daughter-in-law too." Claire wiped off a few 
teardrops and continued, "My poor grandson, he has no one but this old me to take care of 
him. There is not a day that goes by where I don't worry about his future...It should've been 
me. If God wanted to take a life, He should've taken mine instead. I am the most useless one 
here. But why? Why take away my precious son and daughter-in-law? I should be the one to 
die instead, but no, my poor grandson just had to be the one to suffer." 


Evelyn watched her with sympathetic eyes. She felt hurt, thinking how much the poor old 
woman must've suffered the past few days. She couldn't help but feel apologetic for 
disturbing her like this. She couldn't even solve her own problems, yet she came asking for 
help from Claire, who was already suffering a lot more than she could ever imagine at the 
moment. 


"We should look on the positive side, Mama Claire. It's fortunate that your grandson is alive. 
He's very lucky. We should think of it this way," said Evelyn, trying to comfort Claire. 


"You're right, my dear. You're very right. This old woman's brain is rotten now. Can't think of 
anything good. I should be glad. Yes, I should. By the graces of God, my grandson is alive." 


Meanwhile... 


Walking down the muddy, narrow pathway was a little boy holding a large bag in his hand. 
He was returning home when he suddenly saw — from the corner of his eyes — a strange 
yellow figure lurking behind the bushes in that area. Leyon knew he needed to hurry home 
because his grandmother would be worried sick about him, but curiosity got the better of 
him, and he fearlessly decided to check out what was hiding there behind the bushes. 


Making his footsteps as light as possible, Leyon approached the bush only to see a small girl, 
crouched down behind it as if she was trying to hide herself. Who was she trying to fool? 
Leyon was rather quick at noticing what the girl was wearing — a shiny yellow raincoat and a 
pair of yellow rain boots. That yellow combination of her clothing could make anyone taking 
that path, see her from miles ahead even through the darkness. If this girl thought she could 
hide while looking like that, she was either really stupid or trying to be funny. 


"Who are you?" Leyon managed to ask, looking down at her crouched form. 


Surprised, the little girl looked up, and then abruptly got up in a frightened manner. She 
stood frozen at the sight of Leyon as if waiting for him to speak again. 


Leyon moved his eyes up and down, scanning the odd-looking girl. He was a little taller than 
her, but she seemed to be around his age. A notebook that was attached to a thin string hung 
from her neck, dangling over her stomach. The more Leyon looked at the girl, the more he 
was weirded out by her strange appearance. 


After a few seconds of continuously staring back and forth at each other without saying a 
word, Leyon, still maintaining his cool composure, slightly opened his mouth. And with an 
impassive face, he said to the quiet girl, "You smell like raw fish." 


Chapter 2: A New Beginning 


"I'm home, Granny." 
"Ah Leyon, is it?” Claire called out after hearing his voice. 


"I got your medicines," said Leyon. After putting the bag containing his grandmother's 
medicines on a small cabinet in the living room, he went to talk to his grandmother, still 
mindful of the unfamiliar guest who was also present there. Behind him, a small little girl 
trailed in his shadow, hidden behind his slightly taller frame. 


"Who's that behind you?" said his grandmother, giving a curious look behind him, but before 
Leyon could reply, Evelyn, who was the guest, interrupted him. 


"Hikari? Is that you? Hikari!" cried Evelyn. Apparently, the little girl was the daughter she 
had been looking for. 


Hikari quickly ran towards her mother and jumped into her arms, crying soundlessly. Evelyn 
kneeled and hugged her daughter back as if her life depended on it. "Where have you been? 
You silly child. You have made me so worried." Evelyn scolded her even though she knew she 
would never get a reply from her. 


"I found her near our house so I brought her home with me," Leyon finally spoke, staring at 
the mother and daughter, who were still hugging each other. 


Evelyn turned to Leyon after breaking the hug with her daughter. She crawled up to him and 
held his small hand while kneeling on the floor. With tear-filled eyes, she looked up at him 
and gave him a warm smile. "You must be Leyon, right? Thank you for bringing Hikari. 
You're a good boy," she said to him. 


"Of course. My grandson is a very good boy. You don't know how lucky that this old, fat lady 
has such a caring, helpful grandson," Claire joked, hoping to lighten up the gloomy 
atmosphere in the room. 


"You're right." Evelyn smiled. She then got up and turned to her daughter. "Hikari. You 
should thank Leyon," she said, giving her daughter a lively grin. 


Hikari wiped off her tears and ran towards Leyon. Taking out a small marker pen from her 
shirt pocket, she scribbled something down on the notebook that was hanging from her neck. 
When she was done, she held up the notebook with her two small hands and faced it in his 
direction, allowing him to see what was written on the note. 


In big bold letters, the following words were written: THANK YOU. 


"You're welcome," Leyon said to Hikari, and she rewarded him with the brightest smile he 
had ever seen in his life. This girl, who had suddenly emerged out of nowhere, was extremely 
weird but oddly cute. 


Both Claire and Evelyn stood there, silently smiling at each other, watching the interaction of 
the two children. 


"I'm sorry Leyon," Evelyn said to him after a while. "You must be confused. My Hikari, well 
she can't speak... but I hope you can become her friend. I think she really likes you." 


Seeing her mother say those words, Hikari took it as approval and quickly scribbled 
something down on her notebook again. 


“Will yu be my frend?” it stated. 
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Leyon stared at her, completely dumbfounded for a few seconds before replying, "Yes... My 
name is Leyon K. It's nice to meet you." He extended his hand, waiting for her to do the 
same. After pausing for a few seconds, as if contemplating whether or not to do it, Hikari 
slowly raised her hand to shake his. 


"Isn't your grandson such a gentleman?" Evelyn said to Claire. 
"Yup. My grandson is the best," Claire exclaimed in glee. "Now get along well, you two." 


Hikari felt her heart brimming with happiness. She even forgot the problems of her family 
for a moment. This was the first time that anyone has ever agreed to be her friend. Most of 
the children in her neighbourhood would just bully her or not want to be friends with her at 
all. They would not even play with her because she couldn't speak. She was the pitiful, mute 
girl that nobody cared about, that nobody paid any attention to. 


"It's getting so late. Hikari, let's go home," Evelyn said to her daughter. 


"Is it really okay for you both to go back now? You're welcome to stay the night here, Evelyn," 
Claire said, but Evelyn shook her head, denying the offer. 


"It's really fine, Mama Claire. We'll be okay now," Evelyn firmly replied. 


"I can't help but worry. Your husband..." Claire sighed, but she soon let it go, seeing the 
apologetic look on Evelyn's face. "Anyways, have a good night, my dear." Claire smiled 
sweetly. 


"You too, Mama Claire." Evelyn softly smiled back. "Hikari, wave goodbye to Leyon. Let's go 
home." She motioned to her daughter. 


Hikari reluctantly lifted her hand and waved goodbye to Leyon. 


Standing in the doorway of their home, Claire and Leyon watched them go, their eyes fixed 
on their backs until they saw them finally disappear into the corner of the road. 


"Let's eat before the food gets cold, okay?" Claire said to her grandson. After Evelyn left with 
her daughter, both she and Leyon settled down on the small dining table in the kitchen, 
preparing to have dinner. 


In the comfortable silence of the house that accommodated just the two of them, the soft 
sound of steel clinking onto the porcelain plates could be heard much louder than their own 
voices. Setting up the plates and spoons on the small dining table, Leyon turned his head and 
looked at his grandmother, as if wanting to ask her something. 


Taking the rice paddle from the kitchen counter, Leyon then proceeded to scoop the rice out 
of the rice cooker that was placed on top of the dining table, his mind still deciding if he 
should ask his grandmother or not. A few seconds later, he couldn't hold back anymore and 
finally opened his mouth to speak. 


"That little girl and her mother, do you know them?" Leyon asked his grandmother. 


"Ah. Are you curious about Hikari?" Claire giggled. Covering her hands with a kitchen 
napkin, she brought out a lidded pan filled with hot and deliciously cooked stew and placed it 
on the table. "Huu...that's hot... So you were saying? Ah yes. About Hikari. Her mother's 
name is Evelyn, she's the nice lady you met today. They live a couple of blocks down the 
neighbourhood." 
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"I see." Leyon nodded his head in understanding. 


"Here. Give me that. Allow me to serve the rice," Claire said, seeing her grandson fumbling 
with the rice paddle, struggling to scoop it up. "It must be your first time meeting them 
today. Don't worry. You'll see them quite often from now on. Hikari is a very sweet girl. I 
think you both will get along just fine... What do you think of her, anyway?" she added, 
putting the rice on their plates simultaneously. 


"I don't know. Everything about her is just so weird. She wears a yellow raincoat when it's 
not even raining." At this point, Leyon was practically blabbering everything about Hikari to 
his grandmother, describing every single detail about her. 


"Oh, that? It's because Hikari hails from a family of fishermen. Usually, she accompanies her 
father when he goes fishing in the sea. Out on a boat in the vast sea, the weather can be quite 
unpredictable, not to mention she will get wet now and then if the tides become harsh. That's 
probably why she wears them." 


"Oh." Leyon scowled at himself, suddenly feeling quite unhappy. When his grandmother 
mentioned the word fishermen, realisation quickly dawned on him. This was probably the 
reason why Hikari smelt like raw fish when he first met her. Because she was out in the sea 
to catch fish with her father. J shouldn't have told her she smelt like fish, he thought, 
instantly regretting the words he had said to her earlier that night. Next time, he definitely 
wouldn't judge people by their appearance ever again. 


"That little girl has completely taken over your mind, hasn't she?" Claire teased him. 


"No, not at all." Leyon could feel his cheeks heating up at her words. "She's just weird. That's 
all. And she has a name that is even weirder." 


Claire could not help but laugh at her grandson. "That's because she has a Japanese name,” 
she clarified. 


"But she's not Japanese, is she?" Leyon asked. 


"I believe she has spiked some curiosity in you, my dear." Claire laughed again, amused at 
her little grandson. 


"No. I'm not curious... about her." Leyon blushed. "I'm hungry. Let's eat." He quickly 
changed the subject. 


"Okay, honey." Claire smiled, giving him a knowing look. "Let's eat. Granny cooked chicken 
stew for you. It's your favourite, isn't it?" she exclaimed joyfully, lifting the lid of the pan. "I 
made vegetable broth too. This is good for your health. Eat up lots." 


"Mm," Leyon mumbled, stuffing food into his mouth. 
"Actually, you're quite happy, aren't you?" Claire said to her grandson after a while. 
"About what?" Leyon asked, confused. 


"Hikari. She's the first friend you made after coming here, is she not? No matter how much 
you try to hide from granny, granny can still see what's on your mind. You're thrilled to have 
a new friend, aren't you?" Claire teased, flashing her eyebrows at him in an amused manner. 


"No... it's not like that." Leyon tried to feign ignorance but failed miserably. His face turned 
scarlet red in embarrassment. 


"Whatever you say, my love." 
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Wearing a wide smile that reached her eyes, Claire watched her grandson hungrily dig up the 
food that she had prepared for him. She felt overjoyed. Ever since his parents' death, Leyon 
hardly ever spoke, oftentimes brooding on his own private thought and hiding his feelings. 
Claire could never do anything to bring back the boy from the past. 


Leyon had completely changed since the accident. He became more responsible and 
independent, even though he was just a tiny little kid. He never cried, and he never 
mentioned or talked about the events of the car accident. Claire had been worried about him. 
The disturbing thought that he might be having some kind of psychological trauma had even 
crossed her mind countless times, worrying her endlessly. 


But something seemed to have changed within him after he encountered Hikari that same 
day. Claire could see it in his eyes, the way his spirits lightened up when he talked about 
Hikari. He was starting to open up; Hikari had somehow triggered his feelings. Perhaps all 
he needed was a friend like Hikari, a social companion to make him feel like a kid again, to 
help him cope with all the pain and suffering he went through, and to allow him to heal. 


The only form of light illuminating his room from the darkness was the burning flame of a 
plain white candle that stood on his bedside table. On top of the same table were also 
pictures of him and his parents. Just like every picture told a story about one's life, the 
pictures on his bedside table told their own story too, no matter how good or bad it might 
have been. Captured in those pictures were memories of happiness and contentment — the 
feelings of fulfilment he no longer had. 


Picking up the small wooden frame that held a picture of his parents, he looked at it for a 
long time, his eyes studying all the intricate details of the simple clicked photograph. Out of 
all the pictures, that one was the only one that meant a lot to him, the one where all his 
happy memories were carved into. It was their family picture taken somewhere on a beach. 


Unconsciously, he smiled as he looked at the picture. There inside the picture was his 
mother, sporting a wide smile and looking at his father, who was carrying him on top of his 
shoulders. Tracing his fingers over the thin glass of the frame, Leyon studied the appearance 
of his parents, reliving those fun, joyful moments full of laughter; those happy moments they 
had spent together; those moments he would never get to experience again. 


"Pa. Ma," he said to the picture as he tried to smile through the heaviness that was slowly 
emerging from within his chest. "I'm okay now. I'm with granny... I hope you both are doing 
fine," he continued, putting the picture down to its rightful place. "I'm going to live well from 
now on. So please continue to watch over me from heaven... I love you, Papa, Mama." 


Blowing off the candle next to him, Leyon finally settled down on his bed and soon drifted to 
sleep. 


Unbeknownst to him, Claire had been secretly watching him from the cracked open door of 
his room and had witnessed everything. Silently and in tears, she slowly closed the door and 
leaned backwards, her hands tightly clasping over her mouth to muffle the sounds of her 
uncontrollable sobs. 
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Beneath the unending crystal clear blue sky, the lush green valleys stretched out far and 
wide, looking magnificently rich and radiant. The morning sun shone like a fiery ball in the 
sky; its pale yellow beams splashed like gold dust upon the swaying leaves of May, bold and 
daring, yet warm and beautiful. The soft cushion of green grasses growing in the meadows of 
the valley moved steadily in the direction of the breeze, dancing like the waves. The sweet 
scent of spring blossoms and the melodious morning chorus of the songbirds filled the 
heavenly air. It was a little paradise on earth. This was the beauty of the countryside. 


Sitting on the lavish green grass, Leyon gazed far into the horizon, picturing everything he 
saw, and engraving them into his memory. A tiny fraction of himself wished he could relish 
this moment with his parents. But they were no longer with him. It would only be wishful 
thinking on his part. Nevertheless, he was thankful to the person who brought him here. 
Though that person could only accompany him silently by his side, he didn't mind. 


Hikari came to find him early in the morning. He wasn't at all expecting her to come to his 
house right after the night they both had met. But she had surprised him that morning, 
barging into his house like an uninvited guest and shoving her written notes in his face, 
asking him to come and play with her. 


It seemed Hikari liked him a lot. Even though she was mute, she wasn't so different from the 
other kids. She had this giddy, cute nature of hers that made it harder for him to turn her 
down. Maybe he didn't want to disappoint this new friend he just made. 


Hikari was the one who had taken Leyon to the place they were currently at. Her mom had 
told her everything about Leyon, about the things that happened in his past. She had gotten 
to know that Leyon had been living in the city for almost all his growing life, so she wanted to 
show him more about her side of the world, and that was the countryside, her small village. 
She didn't want him to feel homesick. She wanted to let him know that the place he was 
living in now wasn't so bad after all. 


Leyon wouldn't voice it out loud, but he knew Hikari's intentions. He knew she was trying to 
cheer him up, and he was genuinely thankful for that. 


"It smells nice here," said Leyon, taking in a deep breath. 
Hikari scribbled down some words into her notebook and handed it to him. 


"Will you com and play wit me eveyday here?" The words were written on the note in messy 
handwriting. 


Leyon nodded his head, giving her a warm smile. 
"Hey, Hikari... I can help you improve your vocabulary if you want." 


"Realy? Tech me, Leon." Hikari scribbled on her notebook, and then passed it on to Leyon 
excitedly. 


"Okay. First of all, my name isn't Leon. It's Leyon, L-E-Y-O-N." Writing down the spelling of 
his name in her notebook, Leyon continued, "Do you get it now?” 


Hikari nodded in understanding. 


"Good. So you can call- write my name like this from now on. You can also write Ley for 
short if you want. My parents used to call me by this name... but nobody calls me that 
anymore," said Leyon, a sad expression crossing his face for a brief second before he shook it 
off completely. Clearing his throat, he continued, "See here." He wrote down some words in 
the notebook. "You see this letter 'a'? This should be written like..." 


14 


Leyon began to teach Hikari, placing his fingers on the notebook, pointing to the words she 
needed to understand whilst she intently watched and listened to his teachings with a very 
determined look plastered on her face. 


"That's it. You just have to learn these for now. Then we can continue tomorrow,” Leyon 
concluded. 


Her eyes brimmed with joy as she stared at her notes, scanning the contents of the lesson 
Leyon had taught her. Hikari then looked up at him. Giving him a wide smile, she 
instinctively opened her mouth to thank him. "Thank You." Her lips seemed to move, 
forming the words, but no sound came out. 


As if consumed by grief, Hikari's once happy and brimming eyes suddenly lost all their 
shade. A single drop of tear cascaded down her cheek and fell on her notebook. Then came 
another. Before long, it became a full-blown wail. She was crying so bitterly, so painfully, it 
was hard for him to watch. 


"What's wrong?" Leyon asked, worried. Confused and not knowing what to do, he tried to say 
comforting words to stop her from crying, but couldn't. Nobody had ever taught him how to 
handle a crying girl. 


The more Hikari continued to cry, the more Leyon became confused as to why she was 
suddenly crying like that. He could not help but feel alarmed at her condition. This Hikari, to 
him, was just like a delicate piece of glass, and he was scared if he touched her, she would 
break. 


"I hate people who cry," Leyon suddenly blurted out before he could stop himself. He had 
said it out of desperation. But that seemed to have worked. 


Hikari instantly paused and looked up at him in shock. 


"Stop crying... I don't know why you're crying, but if you think crying can solve everything, if 
you think crying can fix everything, then just do it. Cry all you want," said Leyon in a serious 
tone. 


Hikari looked at Leyon, horrified. She didn't know what had come over him. Leyon's 
expression had turned cold and placid, scaring her. 


"But if you're crying for problems that you can't solve or for things that are out of your 
control, then you're just being stupid. You should know crying will never solve anything,” 
Leyon said. "My dad... taught me a man should never cry for things that are out of his 
control. He taught me crying won't solve my problems, it will only show weakness and never 
make me strong. So I will not cry. No matter what, I have to be strong to protect the ones I 
love. Even though I couldn't protect... them." The last words almost faded into a whisper, but 
Hikari fully understood what he meant by that. 


Quickly wiping off her tears with the back of her hand, Hikari took her marker pen and 
scribbled something down on her notebook. 


"I'm sorry. I'm okay now.” It read. 


"Good." Leyon smiled at Hikari. He was back to his normal self again. Getting up from the 
soft grass, he extended his hand at her, motioning his eyes at her to take it. She accepted his 
hand, and he quickly pulled her up. “Let's go back.” 
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Chapter 3: The Forgotten [lower 


Evelyn had come to Claire's house to fetch her daughter for lunch, not knowing that the two 
kids had gone to play outside. Now they were waiting for them in the front yard of the 
cottage. A few minutes later, Evelyn saw two little figures walking in the distance. 


"Hikari?" Evelyn called out to her daughter, who was returning with Leyon. Seeing her 
mother, Hikari ran up to her and gave her a hug. Hikari pulled back and grinned at Evelyn, 
showing her big white set of teeth. 


"I assume you had a wonderful time with Leyon?" said Evelyn, smiling back. 


"Hikari, you should come here to play with Leyon every day. I'm sure he wouldn't mind," 
Claire lovingly declared, to which Hikari furiously nodded her head in response. Leyon just 
stood there, looking uninterested. 


"We should go now. Come Hikari." Evelyn led her daughter by the hand. 


"Wait, just a moment.” Claire stopped them. "Kids. You can hang around here for a bit. 
Granny needs to have a little talk with Evelyn," she said, and dragged Evelyn away. 


"What is it, Mama Claire?" Evelyn asked, curious. 


"I've been meaning to give you this," said Claire, taking out a small white envelope from her 
frock's pocket. "Here. It's not much but take it." 


"Is this money?" Evelyn looked at Claire, shocked. "I can't accept this. Why are you giving me 
this much money? Mama Claire, I can't accept this." 


"It's okay, my child. It's for Hikari. This will be of some help in her treatment. I know your 
family's condition and how your husband is. I know how much you're struggling. I just want 
to be of some help." 


"But I can't. This-" 


"I'm doing this for Hikari. Take her to the hospital and treat her properly. You must make 
her speak again. She can't stay like this forever." 


"But if I take this much money, how will you-" 


"You don't need to worry about this old lady, Evelyn. I have plenty of money, if that's what 
you're worried about, enough to raise my grandson. I sold off some lands, you see, after my 
son and his wife's death. So my grandson and I can manage well by ourselves now. Besides, 
Hikari is just like my granddaughter. I want to help her.” 


Evelyn sighed, knowing there was nothing she could do to convince Claire not to give her the 
money. So she, very reluctantly, accepted it. "Thank you," she said guiltily. 


"What were you talking about with Hikari's mother, Granny?" Leyon asked later that night. 
They just had dinner, and he was currently helping his grandmother wash the dishes. 


"Why do you want to know about that, honey?" his grandmother replied calmly. Claire knew 
her grandson wasn't the type of kid to poke his nose in other people's business, but when he 
suddenly asked the question so out of the blue, it caused her to become quite curious. 


After a long silence, Leyon spoke again. "Is it something concerning Hikari? I saw you giving 
something to her mother. Were you giving money?” 
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"So that's what you were curious about. Now I understand why you're asking me all these 
questions. It's because of Hikari, isn't it?" Claire laughed. 


"Is something wrong with Hikari?" asked Leyon, bringing the plates into the sink one by one 
so his grandmother could wash them. 


"It's a long story, honey. But I'll tell you... You see, Hikari wasn't born mute. She hurt her 
neck when she was four years old. That's why she can't speak." 


Hearing his grandmother's words, something clicked in the back of his mind. The reason 
why Hikari suddenly started crying earlier that day was that she missed her voice too much. 
She probably wanted to speak normally like everybody else, but she couldn't, even if she tried 
to. "So how, how'd she get hurt?” Leyon continued to ask. 


"It's because of her father... Her father, well, he... used to be a good man. He is a fisherman, 
but a few years ago, he was also a businessman. But when he suffered a major loss in his 
business, he became depressed and got addicted to gambling. He changed from that moment 
on. He started drinking, became violent, abused his wife and daughter every day. I don't 
think he even sees Hikari as his own daughter anymore. Hikari became mute because he had 
once almost beaten her to death. When she was taken to the hospital, the doctor said her 
vocal cords had been damaged and if treatments weren't properly done, she might never be 
able to speak again,” Claire explained. 


"I didn't know she suffered like that." Leyon knitted his eyebrows in concern. 


"That's why I gave some money to Evelyn. It was for Hikari's treatment," Claire concluded, 
scrubbing the dishes clean in the process. 


"Hikari... she doesn't deserve to be treated like that by her father." 


"I know, honey." Claire sympathised. "It's all due to gambling. You know what they say. 
Gambling is like a disease. One person gets addicted, but the whole family suffers." 


"How can she live with a father like that?" Leyon said in a low voice. 


"That's because Hikari loves her father very much," Claire replied. "She usually accompanies 
him in his fishing trips because she wants to spend more time with him. She probably misses 
the father who once dotted on her and treated her like a... daughter." 


"Stupid. It's not even worth it," Leyon spat in disgust. 


"I can get what you're saying honey, but you should know that we cannot understand what a 
person is going through unless we put ourselves in their shoes. We should try to understand 
their feelings even though it's hard sometimes. Everyone has their own reasons for behaving 
the way they do," Claire reasoned with her grandson. 


Claire's words made Leyon think back and ponder about the whole situation one more time. 
Perhaps his grandmother was right. Perhaps he should try to understand others properly 
before judging them based on their stories. 


"Why are you so quiet now?" Claire asked her grandson after not getting any response from 
him. 


"Nothing. I was just thinking." 
"Are you feeling bad for Hikari now?" 


"No. I just feel that she's..." 
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"That she's what?" Claire urged him to go on. 
"She’s just... pitiful.” 


Claire could not say anything back, besides giving him an apologetic look. 


"Where is it?" Evelyn thundered. "I know you took it. Tell me what you did with the money," 
she continued, barging into the living room like a madwoman to confront her husband, who 
was sitting peacefully on the couch, sipping tea. 


"I have no idea what you're talking about," her husband replied, pretending to look 
surprised. 


"The money that Mama Claire gave me yesterday, where did you put it?... Or did you gamble 
it all?" Evelyn cried, pissed at her husband. 


"It's eight in the morning and you're shouting like a crazy person. I can't take this shit." 
Evelyn's husband forcefully slammed his hands down on the table, where he placed his tea, 
spilling its contents on the floor. "Can you shut that disgusting mouth of yours, you hoe?" 


"What did you call me?" Evelyn fought back, furious at her husband. 
"You heard me.” 


"That was our daughter's treatment money. Our daughter's. Have you got no shame? How 
can you gamble it all away?" 


"What I do with the money I found is none of your business!" 


"The money you found? Don't you mean the money you stole, you pathetic liar? Did you 
forget you were the one who caused this? You caused her to be like this! You made our 
daughter mute." 


"Do I look like I care? At least she's not dead." 


"How can you say that?" Evelyn faltered. "... And with such a straight face. Are you even 
human? Does Hikari not mean anything to you?" Evelyn screamed at his face. 


"Are you being delusional now?" 
"Answer me!" 


"This unbearable woman. I should just beat you to death, then you'll learn not to scream like 
that to me.” Saying this, Evelyn's husband got up from the couch and lunged at her, grabbing 
her by the neck, and pushing her down on the floor. Evelyn hit her head on the edge of the 
table from the impact. Drops of blood trickled down from her head to the floor. 


Satisfied at what he had done, Evelyn's husband went out of the house with a triumphant 
laugh, happy that he had shown her who the boss was in that house. 


Evelyn sat on the floor in a daze, eyes wide open in shock, not believing what had just 
happened. For the first time in her life, she felt scared of her husband. He was insane. He 
might as well be capable of murdering people. One of these days, he just might kill her or her 
daughter in the worst-case scenario. 
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Hikari had gone to school earlier that morning. It was partly a blessing that her school 
always started very early in the morning, so it gave her less interaction time with her broken 
family. She didn't have to witness all the suffering her mother went through every day or the 
inhumane nature of her father. Even the incident that happened today, she would be 
oblivious to it all, but that was exactly what Evelyn wanted. She wished Hikari would never 
witness those horrible events. 


"... I'm tired," Evelyn muttered to herself. "I'm tired of living this way." She leaned back on 
the couch, still sitting on the floor. Hugging her knees tightly, she began to weep. "Hikari... 
I'm sorry but mama can't take this anymore," she said in between sobs, feeling utterly 
helpless and worn out. 


At noon, Claire was watering her flowers in her garden when she saw a figure approaching 
the place from a distance. 


"Hikari? Is that you?" Claire called out excitedly, pausing whatever she was doing, and 
looking up to greet the sweet little girl. Hikari came running to her and jumped to hug her. 
"Look at you. So beautiful in your school uniform. Is today your first day at school after 
summer vacation?" she asked. 


Hikari nodded her head furiously, giving Claire a wide smile. 


"I see. You know, my grandson will be joining you next year. I'm going to enrol him at your 
school. Both of you will be in the same class. He's supposed to be a class higher than you but 
because I couldn't enrol him this year as the session has already commenced, he'll be joining 
you from next year. Won't that be exciting?" 


Hikari beamed with joy at those words. She just couldn't wait for that time to come. 


"Look at you. You're looking so fantastic, my dear Hikari." Claire pinched her cheeks, smiling 
lovingly at her. "Leyon? Leyon? Come outside, dear," Claire called out. A few seconds later, 
Leyon came out from the house, sporting a bored, indifferent look as always. 


"What is it, granny?" Leyon asked, not even caring to know what made his grandmother so 
hyped at the moment. 


"Look who's here. It's Hikari in her school uniform! Isn't she cute?” 
"It's just a school uniform.” Leyon sulked. 
"Don't say that. You're making Hikari feel sad." 


Hearing those words, Leyon immediately focussed his attention on Hikari, as if to see if she 
really got offended by his remark, but all he received from her was a vigorous shake of her 
head. Unknowingly, he breathed a sigh of relief. 


"Look at you two. I wish I could take a picture," Claire said to herself. "Oh wait. I have a 
camera. Stay there. I'll go get it." With that said, Claire rushed into the house to retrieve her 
camera. 
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"Okay... now get a little closer, you two. A bit closer. Yes... yes... a bit more. Smile. Come on 
Leyon, stop brooding. Smile like Hikari. I'm going to take it now... one, two, three..." 


*CLICK* 


"See. That wasn't so bad. Leyon doesn't know how to pose, look at his blank expression." 
Claire laughed, looking into her camera. "Should we take one more? The three of us?...oh 
no.” Claire frowned. “The battery's dead. I forgot to charge it. My bad. Maybe next time. 
We'll take it next time." Claire laughed sheepishly. 


That night had been the longest night for Hikari. She had spent the whole day at grandma 
Claire's house, having fun with Leyon. It was around five-thirty in the evening that she finally 
decided to return home. She was sure her mother wouldn't mind as long as she told her that 
she was with grandma Claire. 


When Hikari reached her house, she found that the rooms were dark and unlit. Her mother 
was nowhere to be seen. The feeling in her gut told her something was horribly wrong about 
the whole situation. Alarmed, Hikari ran and turned on all the lights in her house and began 
to search for her mother. 


Running into the living room, and spotting the broken glasses and spilt liquid scattered on 
the floor, Hikari immediately knew something terrible had happened between her father and 
mother. She searched everywhere in the house but could not find her mother anywhere. A 
sense of foreboding consumed her as she began to imagine the worst. All she hoped to God at 
that moment was to see her mother alive. 


"Look who's here," a voice interrupted her train of thought. "Looking for your mother?" 


Hikari gulped in fear. Her father was drunk again. Staring intently at her with his menacing 
eyes, he proceeded to walk towards her. Hikari unconsciously stepped back, her little feet 
weakly trudging backwards until her back touched the wall behind her. An ominous feeling 
grew in the pit of her stomach. 


"Your bitch of a mother is gone. She'll never come back. Because she ran away with a guy. 
She's left you. And she's left me and this is all your fault," her father shouted at her, giving 
her the most hateful look she had ever seen. "If only you had been a normal kid, your mom 
probably wouldn't have left. She left because she was tired of you. Who wants a mute child 
like you?" 


Tears pricked her eyes, but she did not let them fall. Hikari never would have anticipated this 
at all; that those words spoken by her father would rip her heart apart and tear her soul to 
shreds. He had downright shifted all the blame to her. Whatever that was upsetting him, he 
believed she was the cause of it, stating horrendous things that didn't even seem to add up. 
He was crazy, mad even. 


"She's never coming back here. I will not let her," he continued. "If she does, I'll make sure I 
kill you both when that day comes," he threatened. Years of alcohol abuse and gambling 
addiction had reduced him to this unbearably pathetic and miserable state. 


Hikari didn't know what to think. Everything felt like a dream, a nightmare to be more 
precise, and she desperately wanted to wake up from it. Her delusional mind processed the 
idea that if she woke up, everything would all be back to normal. Her mother would be there 
in the kitchen, cooking something delicious for her and her father would have gone fishing in 
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the sea, leaving them alone. And lastly, she never would have heard the terrible news 
concerning her mother. 


"What are you thinking so deeply about?" her father interrupted. "This ugly daughter of the 
bitch, I should teach you a lesson. That way, maybe in the future, you won't turn out to be 
like your mother." He cracked his knuckles, a sinister smile spreading across his lips as he 
closed in on her. 


Knowing what her father was going to do, Hikari ran to her room and tightly shut the door 
behind her, instantly locking it so her father wouldn't be able to enter inside. She could hear 
his angry outbursts coming from the other side of the door. Her shaking hands and body 
desperately held onto the doorknob, trying to drown out his voice. 


Not a second later, helplessness invaded her senses. She was still in denial about the events 
that had happened. It was only when she heard her father's voice becoming fainter and 
fainter that she knew he had gone. Exhaling a long breath she didn't know she had been 
holding, she slowly slid down onto the cold floor, and finally allowed her silent tears to fall. 


"Evelyn. You can't be serious. Why did you do this?" Claire exclaimed, horrified. 


It was around midnight when Claire noticed someone knocking on her door. It was Evelyn. 
At first, Claire wondered what could have possibly happened. Maybe Evelyn fought with her 
husband again, she had thought, but she was not prepared for the things she heard next. 


"What about Hikari? Are you leaving her to run away with that... that man?" Claire 
continued. 


"I'm sorry. I really can't do this anymore. I can't live like this," Evelyn cried. 
"But how can you do this to your daughter? Did you even consider her feelings?" 
"I'm sorry. I know I'm being selfish. I love Hikari very much-" 


"Then why are you doing this? I'm not angry that you found yourself a new man. I'm not mad 
at you because I know how much you have suffered living with that mad husband of yours, 
but what I'm mad about is that you're leaving your own daughter behind." 


"No!" Evelyn denied, violently shaking her head. Harshly wiping away her tears, she 
continued, "I'm not leaving her behind. I'll come back for her, but not now. My husband will 
kill me if I returned. He would kill my daughter too. I can't go back. As much as I want my 
daughter to go with me, I can't." 


"Then you should have taken her with you before your husband found out." 


"It's my fault. It's all my fault. I was so emotional, I didn't know what I was thinking. When I 
went to get Hikari, it was already too late. And I didn't want to provoke my husband. He 
would murder my daughter." Evelyn broke down and sobbed. 


"How long has it been going on with that man- no that's not important. What's important is 
Hikari," Claire said. 


Evelyn immediately looked up and crawled to Claire's side. "Please. I have a request. Please 
take care of my Hikari. That's all I can say. You can blame me for being a bad mother, a slut, 
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anything. Just please, please look after my daughter until I come back for her," Evelyn 
begged, gripping Claire's hands tightly. 


"Evelyn, are you drunk? What do you expect an old woman like me to do?" 
"Please... please... please." 


Behind the corner of the stairs in the house, Leyon silently watched them; he had heard 
everything. The more he kept listening in on their conversation, the more he felt sorry for 
Hikari. He clenched his fists helplessly. There was nothing he could do for her. 


"You're leaving now." After a few minutes of silence, Leyon heard his grandmother say to 
Evelyn. 


"I have to go now. He's waiting for me," Evelyn said, and rushed out the door. 


Leyon also heard his grandmother rushing out the door to stop her. "Evelyn, wait! You can't 
leave like this." He heard his grandmother shouting outside. That was when he too ran 
outside to follow her. 


"Granny," Leyon called out. When he came outside, he found his grandmother crouched 
down on the ground, her hand clutching her chest as she struggled to breathe in the 
darkness. Evelyn was nowhere in sight. "Granny, are you okay?" he asked, extremely 
concerned. He could feel that she was in deep pain. 


"I'm okay, honey. I'll be fine. Just some old disease acting up. That Evelyn has extremely fast 
legs. Granny wasn't able to catch up to her," Claire replied, taking in deep breaths to calm 
herself down, and then giving him a fake smile. 


Leyon could easily see through her fake facade but chose not to say anything. 


"I'm fine now," Claire kept repeating over and over again, staring deep into the blackness of 
the night that stretched ahead. 
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Chapter 4: Destiny's Play 


Days passed, and only memories remained. Seasons changed, but the heart didn't. Bringing 
forth new jubilant vibes, autumn rushed in unannounced. The swift breeze carried the dried- 
up, dull leaves, scattering them on the ground, rigorously messing up the roads and the 
surrounding areas. Flocks of migratory birds soared above the sky, signalling the changing of 
tides brought on by the coming of a new season. Autumn, the season that symbolized 
transformation and change taught to let go of the past that could no longer serve a purpose 
in the future, to put an end to things that were no longer important in order to embrace a 
new beginning. 


It had been four months since Evelyn left the village to live with her new husband in the city. 
She never came back to take back her daughter. Claire's health had deteriorated significantly 
after Evelyn left. Sometimes she felt depressed and weak, and sometimes she felt energetic, 
but it was always a constant struggle. Leyon was left to do whatever he could to keep their 
small family alive and well. It was a difficult task, but he never complained. On the bright 
side, he was warming up to people. He started talking quite often now and smiled more. 
Claire believed it was due to Hikari's influence. She felt the two kids greatly enjoyed 
spending time with each other. Because of Hikari, Leyon was slowly transitioning back to the 
lively kid he once used to be. 


"You call this food?" Hikari's father snapped, kicking the bowl of rice from the table. "Only 
pigs would eat it.” 


But you are a pig, Hikari thought, feeling a bit annoyed at her father's childish behaviour, 
but she went to pick up the spilt bow] of rice from the floor, anyway. Even after her mother 
left, there was no change in her father's lifestyle or behaviour whatsoever, still wasting his 
days drinking and gambling. He was pretty much the same person, sometimes beating her 
up and wreaking havoc in the house, depending on his mood. But she knew how to steer 
clear of him. She would spend most of her time hanging out with Leyon and his grandmother 
— the only people she found comfort in. 


"What a useless daughter I'm living with. Can't do anything right," the father muttered under 
his breath. "But what can I expect from the daughter of a vile woman? Like mother, like 
daughter. I lost my appetite." With that said, he got up and left the house, leaving Hikari to 
clean up the mess he made. 


Whenever Hikari was home, she avoided meeting her father, knowing that showing her face 
to him would only remind him of her mother who left him, and then he would start getting 
angry at her and even beat her up for nonsensical reasons like why she looked like her 
mother or bringing up other pathetic accusations to upset her. He felt joy in watching her 
suffer; he relished the idea of exacting his revenge on Evelyn by taking his anger out on her 
daughter. 


Now that her mother was gone, Hikari had to learn to do everything by herself: cooking, 
cleaning, and managing the household while putting up with her worthless father. But 
grandma Claire was always there to teach and help her though she couldn't do much about 
her father. 
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"Granny? Are you going somewhere today?" Leyon asked, seeing his grandmother all dressed 
up, and holding a bright red umbrella. 


"I wanted to go out in the fields today and see what all the villagers are doing. It's October, 
it's the harvesting season after all," Claire replied to her grandson, sounding quite happy. 


"Oh, okay," Leyon replied back. His grandmother had told him that she'd been feeling under 
the weather lately, and said she didn't want to go out. To see her suddenly get dressed and 
ready to go outside in such a good mood was a bit of a surprise to him. But he was glad to see 
her happy. It seemed like she was out of her depressed state for the time being, and he 
couldn't be any happier for her. 


"You should stop watering the plants and go play like a kid should," Claire ordered her 
grandson. "Stop being serious all the time, my dear grandson." 


"It's okay, granny. I can manage." Leyon smiled. 


Claire shook her head in disappointment. "This kid. Acting like a grown-up. So you can even 
manage without me, now? Eh?" Claire taunted, putting her hands on her hips. 


"That's not what I meant, granny ah," Leyon tried to explain but ran out of words. 
"I'm just joking with you." Claire laughed and patted Leyon on the head. 


"That's mean, granny.” Leyon sulked and continued, "There's one thing I know though!" he 
exclaimed, suddenly brightening up. Claire looked at him expectantly, waiting for him to go 
on. "I know granny will stay here with me for a long, long time. Maybe till I'm forty... nah 
that's too short." Leyon started counting with his little fingers. "... fifty, sixty?!" 


Claire chuckled. "You think granny is immortal? I can't stay with you that long. But I promise 
I'll stay with you for a long time, long enough to see you grow up and start a family of your 
own. So don't worry, dear. But are you sure you won't get tired of this old lady later?” she 
teased. 


"No! Of course not!" Leyon looked up in shock. 


"Okay then. Granny should get going. I'll cook your favourite dish for dinner when I come 
back." Claire said, opening up her umbrella and preparing to leave. 


"Bye granny." Leyon waved from the back as he watched Claire leave. 


"Bye, dear. Don't stay in the house all day. Go and play with Hikari or something," Claire 
shouted from the distance. 


"Ah!" Leyon screamed. The paintbrush slipped from his hand. "Hikari, don't sneak up on me 
like that," he said, and turned around, only to see Hikari laughing at him from the back. 


Leyon could tell she was having fun teasing him. Guess it can't be helped. Crumpling the 
ruined sheet of paper, he threw it away. This was the third time Hikari messed up his 
painting. That girl got no chill when it came to playing tricks on him. They were currently at 
their usual spot — the green meadows surrounded by big, lively trees, and the beauty of 
nature. He was trying to paint the lovely scenery when Hikari came to ruin it for him. 
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"What are you doing?" wrote Hikari in her notebook before passing it to Leyon. 

"I was painting,” replied Leyon. 

"Leyon is really good at drawing." 

"Am I?" 

Hikari furiously nodded her head in response. 

"My dream is to become a famous artist one day." 

"Really?" 

"Yup. What about you? Do you have a dream?" 

A dream? Hikari wondered. She slowly shook her head. 

"There must be someone you want to become in the future. Don't you have one in mind?" 


Hikari shook her head once again. Frankly, she couldn't really think of what she'd like to do 
in the future. The words dreams and goals sounded foreign to her. 


"Then I'll give you a suggestion." Leyon thought deep, his eyes moving up and down Hikari's 
form. "Hmm... I think you should become a teacher. You're kind, honest and you love 
interacting with kids. I can picture you as the perfect teacher," Leyon said, smiling widely at 
Hikari. 


Me? A teacher? Her cheeks flushed with colour. This was the first time anyone had ever 
given her a reason to look forward to the future. Leyon had just given her a purpose, and she 
was determined to make it come true. 


"Work hard, okay?" Leyon said as he took out another blank sheet of paper from his bag and 
began to paint. 


Hikari inched closer to catch a glimpse of what Leyon was painting this time. She passed her 
notebook to him again. "Can you draw me?" Hikari looked up at him shyly, waiting for a 
positive response. 


"No. I don't want to draw you." 
Hikari lowered her head in shame, suddenly feeling very depressed. 


"I'm not good yet. And I can't draw human faces properly." Leyon blushed. "When I improve, 
I'll draw you then." His voice lowered as he waited for Hikari's reaction. 


Hikari slowly nodded, raising her head to give Leyon a wide smile. 


"Wait for a while, okay? I promise I'll draw the most beautiful picture of you." Saying this, 
Leyon returned his attention to his painting, but the thought of Hikari never left his mind. 
Over the past few months, his relationship with her had gotten a lot closer. They would play 
together most of the time, usually after Hikari came back from school. 


Sometimes, they would fly kites and run around the meadows, smiling and jumping in high 
spirits. Other times, they would ride a bicycle. Leyon would be the one taking Hikari on a 
ride, with her sitting silently on the rear seat. Those carefree days flew by like the breeze 
tickling their skin. 
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In a world full of ups and downs, they sought comfort in each other's presence. They were 
like two swallows in a pond, their bond unbreakable, their souls like one, impossible to 
separate. 


An hour later, Leyon finished his painting and tugged it inside his bag before looking for 
Hikari. He found her attempting to copy his painting in her small notebook, but she was 
nowhere as good as him. He tried to hold in his giggles when he saw the awkward-looking 
imitation, but commended her efforts nonetheless. 


"How are you doing?" Leyon asked out of the blue. "Do you... miss your mother?" 


Hikari merely shook her head and turned away from him, but Leyon understood what her 
true answer was. 


"Did he make things hard for you again?" Leyon asked her another question, the he referring 
to her father. 


Hikari ended up giving him a weak smile this time, as if telling him she was doing okay, but 
Leyon would not buy that. He wanted to believe her, but he knew she was lying. Without 
warning, he suddenly grabbed Hikari's wrist and rolled up the sleeves of the shirt she was 
wearing. Starting from her wrists to her arms, there were bluish black marks and bruises 
scattered all over her skin. 


"You," Leyon started, but couldn't find the right words to say. 


Hikari quickly snatched her hands away from him and hurriedly rolled down the sleeves, 
refusing to meet his gaze. 


"... Hikari, I wish I could take you away from him. I'm sorry I can't do anything. I'm sorry I 
can't protect you,” Leyon softly said, giving her a defeated look. 


Hikari could only smile at him. That was all she could do. She smiled. She smiled a lot more 
often than normal to make up for the words she couldn't speak. Over the months, smiling 
also became a way of hiding her feelings, a kind of mechanism to give herself a false sense of 
security and comfort when she was alone, and feeling lonely. Others might find it annoying, 
but smiling was the only way for her to convey her thoughts to people when she didn't have a 
note to write on. And only Leyon was able to see through all of her facades. He didn't need 
words to know what she wanted to say. He didn't need for her to speak because he could 
already know what was on her mind at a glance. Now that her mother was gone, he was the 
only one who understood her better than anybody else. 


Sighing, Leyon stood up from the grass and gazed straight ahead, aware of a pair of curious 
eyes watching his every move. "Ah!" he screamed in the air. "I want to grow up soon," he 
said, his fists clenching at the sides as he forced a smile to grace his lips. 


"Hey, boy? Are you Claire's grandson?" Leyon heard a male voice call out to him from the 
distance. The man seemed to be a villager living in that area. Without waiting for Leyon to 
respond, the man rushed towards him, panting heavily, and then stopped to catch his breath 
when he finally reached him. 


"What's wrong, uncle?" Leyon asked, looking at him curiously. Hikari followed suit. 


"Your grandmother she's... you need to come with me." 
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Leyon's mind was blank as he sprinted madly through the halls of the hospital. The only 
parts of his body that seemed to have a mind of its own were his legs. "Don't run through the 
halls. This is a hospital!" An angry staff shouted at him, but he didn't care. 


"Granny!" Shouting madly, Leyon tried to rush into the room where his grandmother was in, 
only to be stopped by a team of doctors, who were tending to his grandmother. 


"What's this kid's deal? Get him out of here!" a doctor yelled angrily from beside the bed 
where Leyon's grandmother laid. 


"Boy, you shouldn't be in here. Let's go." One of the villagers, who had been waiting outside, 
held him by the arm and dragged him out of the room after apologising to the team of 
doctors. 


Hikari and the man who came to get Leyon finally caught up to him during the chaos. They 
saw Leyon being held by the villagers. But despite their best efforts to hold him down, Leyon 
thrashed wildly in their hands, demanding them to let go of him. He was told Claire had a 
heart attack when she was out in the fields. 


From the wide, transparent glass screen fitted in the room, Leyon could see everything that 
the doctors were doing to his grandmother inside. Wires and cords were attached to his 
grandmother's neck and chest. A heart rate monitor sat on a cart beside the bed with odd 
wires leading from it. One doctor got on top of her and performed CPR. A long, straight line 
ran across the monitor screen. The doctors tried everything they could to resuscitate her, 
tirelessly pumping her chest again and again but it was fruitless. 


Ten minutes later, Claire was pronounced dead due to heart failure. 


The team of doctors rushed out of the room and left after giving an apologetic look to the 
others who had been waiting outside. Leyon finally wrung himself free from their grasp and 
ran in to see his grandmother. A crying Hikari quietly followed him and stood a few steps 
behind him. The villagers watched him sympathetically from outside the room, not daring to 
enter, letting him have his privacy with his grandmother for the very last time. 


A sharp pain went through his chest at the sight of his grandmother lying motionless before 
him. Unknowingly, a lone tear slid down the side of his cheek. His heart thumped wildly in 
his chest as his breathing became heavy. 


"Granny cooked chicken stew for you. It's your favourite, isn't it? I made vegetable broth 
too. This is good for your health. Eat up lots." 


His grandmother's words flooded into his mind as more painful flashbacks of her followed. 


".. I promise I'll stay with you for a long time, long enough to see you grow up and start a 
family of your own. So don't worry, dear. But are you sure you won't get tired of this old 
lady later?" 


".. I'll cook your favourite dish for dinner when I come back." 

The scenes replayed themselves over and over again in Leyon's head. "Granny. Don't play 
with me. Get up," he cried, shaking his grandmother's lifeless body. "You said you'd cook my 
favourite dish for dinner when you come back. So get up. Let's go home." He shook her body, 
hoping she would respond, but he knew very well she wouldn't. 
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Before long, Leyon found himself crying. The strong boy who never cried, the strong boy who 
always held himself together, the strong boy who never let himself shed even a single drop of 
tear even after losing his parents, was crying. His father, who had taught him to be strong, 
taught him to never succumb to his tears but endure and fight back, that image seemed to 
have shattered into a million pieces. 


How could he fight against something that was out of his control? How was he going to fight 
to bring someone back from the dead? How could he endure when his heart felt like it was 
being stabbed repeatedly with a knife? All he could do now was cry, cry without any restraint. 
And so he did. He cried, a river of emotions flooding him. The anger, the disappointment, the 
grief, the sadness, everything that he had been holding in since the moment his parents died, 
his tears carried them all out, spilling them like raindrops on the cold white floor. This time, 
he would cry for his grandmother, for his parents, for everything he was going through. 


If only this was all but a dream, he wished. 
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Chapter 5: Chaos And Confusion 


A chilling breeze swept by that cold, unpleasant evening. The sky had already transformed 
from the clear, transparent blue setting to a vast expanse of greyish dullness with thick 
gloomy clouds hovering above. The light sprinkle of rain looked almost unnoticeable as he 
dragged his feet over the soft, wet grass, treading towards his destination. 


His hands held a delicately made floral wreath consisting of white chrysanthemums, yellow 
Asiatic lilies and white roses, arranged together in a circular pattern. 


A few minutes went by unnoticed before he finally reached his destination. An open, green, 
flat clearing on top of a hill area surrounded by small groves of trees around its edges 
welcomed him. He trudged his way up and stopped right before a burial mound where his 
grandmother's dead body was buried. 


"I'm here, granny," Leyon greeted, placing the floral wreath on top of the mound and then 
kneeling on the ground. "Hikari made them. Aren't they pretty? I hope you're doing well, 
granny," he said. He brought his palms together and took a bow before getting up. He then 
made way for the person next to him. Hikari, who had accompanied him, came forward and 
did the same. This was a form of paying their respects to their grandmother; they were 
praying for her soul to rest in peace. In this way, their short ritual was concluded. 


It had been five days, after Claire's funeral, but Leyon and Hikari continued to visit her every 
day to offer flowers. Her death had been a sudden and shocking incident for the two of them. 
But Leyon was the most affected one, as it was his grandmother, after all. He barely slept the 
past five days, for fear of seeing his grandmother in his dreams, which would only make him 
more sad. 


It was funny how the pain of living without someone after losing them would make him feel 
so lost and abandoned, as though there was no more happiness left in the world. He partly 
blamed himself for his grandmother's death. If only he had prevented her from going 
outside, and if only he had forced her to rest in the house instead of letting her go, perhaps 
she might not have died. If only he had acted a little sooner. If only he had known what was 
coming. If only... 


Clenching his fists at the sides, Leyon lowered his head as tears made their way down his 
cheeks. Hikari slowly approached him and placed her small hand on top of one of his 
clenched fists, as if she was trying to console him. She knew how much he was hurting. She 
was hurting too, but she knew her pain was nothing compared to the pain he was 
experiencing. That moment to her was one of those rare moments where she desperately 
wished she had her voice so she could tell him it was all going to be okay, that he was going 
to be fine and that she was there for him. And they would overcome this together. But all she 
could do was suffer silently beside him. 


"Granny, please come back," Leyon chanted those words like a mantra every single day 
whenever he came to visit her grave. "Why did you leave me all alone? Am I a bad kid? 
Why... why did you leave? My parents are already gone, but if you're also gone now, who will 
I stay with? How am I going to survive without you? So please come back. Can you hear me?" 
He broke down on his knees and grovelled on the ground, crying his eyes out in front of his 
grandmother's grave. "I hate this feeling, this pain inside my chest. It hurts and hurts so 
much it just wouldn't stop," he uttered in between sobs. 


For the very first time, Hikari was seeing Leyon act this way. The boy, who was always aloof 
and serious, who always knew how to handle any situation, was helplessly crying as though 
his heart had been ripped out of his chest. Seeing him suffer alone was too much for her. 
Right now, she was the only one who understood him; she was the only one who could feel 
his pain. 
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This will be the last time, Leyon said to himself. Papa, I'm sorry but let me cry just one last 
time. From tomorrow, I promise I will be stronger, but just for today, let me be. 


"Hikari, I've never really thanked you for sticking with me in these hard times. So thank 
you," Leyon said to Hikari as he escorted her back to her house. 


Hikari wanted to reply, but she didn't have her notebook with her. Since the weather had 
been so awful that day, she didn't want it to get wet in the rain. Thinking of the rain, her 
clothes were starting to feel a little damp since they had spent an awful amount of their time 
on top of the rainy hill. 


"Come. I'll take you home," Leyon said to Hikari, looking up at the darkening sky. He needed 
to escort her home before nightfall. 


As they walked side by side, Leyon wondered if he should tell Hikari about the things that 
were bothering him. Going back to memory lane, Leyon recalled the events that happened. 
Two days after his grandmother's death, a lady showed up at his door. Susan was her name. 
She came wearing a plain black outfit. She told him she had come from the orphanage, and 
that she wanted to take him away to the city where she worked because there would be better 
opportunities waiting for him, but he wasn't too keen on the idea. 


Leyon had dismissed the so-called woman, but he knew she would come again. She was only 
doing her job, and after all, he was still a child. A child should not be left alone, especially an 
orphan like him. He shuddered at the thought of his new title. 


His thoughts then wandered to the villagers. The villagers had been kind, to say the least. 
They had properly and ceremoniously arranged for Claire's funeral so he didn't have to go 
through much trouble, and he was properly taken care of in turn by different families in the 
village. They were always ready to help if he asked, but Leyon knew he couldn't depend on 
them forever. 


Hikari had been very helpful. She was the one who always came to look after him whenever 
her father was away. She brought him food every day and forced him to eat. But the biggest 
fear he had now was leaving the village, leaving Hikari. Everyone dear to him had been taken 
away from him. He didn't want to leave; he didn't want to be separated from the last person 
who he thought was his only source of comfort and happiness. But once again, fate toyed 
with him. It didn't give him any break. It was bound to make him suffer right until the end. 


Leyon was so absorbed in his thoughts that he didn't realise that they had reached Hikari's 
house. They both stopped just a few meters from her house. "We're here I guess,” Leyon said 
and paused a bit before continuing, "Hikari? There's something I have to give you." Leyon 
fumbled inside his pants pocket and retrieved the object. 


Hikari silently stared at him, curious as to what he was about to show her. 


"This," said Leyon, bringing out a photo from his pants pocket. "This was the photo granny 
took for us that day. Remember?" he said, handing her the photo. 


There they were, standing side by side in the picture, with Hikari smiling the widest smile 
she could possibly muster, while Leyon stood aloof next to her. Seeing the photo of them 
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together made Hikari smile as she reminisced about those happy moments spent when 
Claire was still alive and well. 


"If I knew this would happen, I would've asked granny to take a picture with us. Now it's too 
late," Leyon said to Hikari with a saddened expression. "There's only one copy, so you can 
have this one. I'm giving it to you as a gift," said Leyon. Hikari smiled at him as she mouthed 
a small thank you with her lips. Leyon couldn't hear it, but he knew what she said. "You 
should go in now. It's getting pretty dark." He smiled back at her. 


Nodding her head, Hikari smiled at Leyon for the very last time that day and ran off. It was 
only after Leyon watched Hikari's small body disappear behind the door of her house that he 
finally turned back and started walking back to his house. But after taking a few steps 
forward, he began to hear violent noises and angry shouts coming from a particular 
direction. They seemed to be coming from Hikari's house. 


"Hikari!" he shouted, sprinting towards the house. 


The moment a terrified looking Leyon barged into the house, the first thing he saw was 
Hikari on the floor, tightly shutting her eyes and curling herself into a ball, with her hands 
tightly clasped over her ears. Her father towered above her like a terrifying monster. "You 
bitch," he seethed. "You went out to meet with that boy again, didn't you?" the father roared. 
He was too drunk to notice Leyon standing wide-eyed by the door. "You're becoming just like 
your mother. Now you go seducing boys following her footsteps?" he thundered, kicking 
away some empty bottles of alcohol on the floor. 


Staggering in his footsteps, the drunk father looked around the room, searching for a tool to 
beat his daughter with. When he found a stool lying next to the kitchen, he immediately 
grabbed the object and came back to where his daughter was lying curled up on the floor. 
Leyon was quick to act. Seeing the oncoming danger, he rushed in and pushed the crazy 
father away from Hikari just as he was about to strike her. 


When Hikari's father sloppily got up from the floor to confront the perpetrator who had 
unceremoniously thrown him on the floor, he saw Leyon glaring at him. Stretching out a 
protective hand at the side, Leyon moved forward, shielding Hikari from his view. 


Hikari's father was taken aback by Leyon's protectiveness and domineering presence. He 
stood in shock for a good two seconds before speaking. "You," he stated, "you're that boy." 


Hikari opened her once tightly shut eyes and slowly looked up to see who her saviour was. A 
part of her rejoiced at the sight of Leyon, and another part of her became terrified at the 
thought of what her father might do to him. 


Picking up a photo from the floor, the father pointed it towards Leyon. It was the photo that 
Leyon had handed Hikari to keep. "The boy in this picture, is you, right? You're the boy who 
has no parents. Ah. Now I get it. You must also be the son of a bastard, right? Is that why you 
always hang out with my daughter?" he taunted, tearing up the photograph in half before 
throwing it down recklessly on the floor, and then stepping on it with his foot. 


"Apologize," Leyon muttered. 
"What? What did you say?" 
"I said apologize...to my parents," Leyon said loudly this time. 


"This bastard child got some nerve shouting at me like that. Hey kid, do you want to die?" 
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Hikari quickly got up and held onto Leyon. She looked up at him, her teary eyes telling him 
not to provoke her father any further. She firmly held onto his legs, begging him to just leave 
her be. 


The father turned his attention to Hikari. "This bitch is such an eyesore." Saying this, he 
lunged forward and snatched her away from Leyon, threw her down on the other side of the 
floor, and started stomping his foot on her stomach repeatedly. 


Leyon watched in complete horror. His mind screamed at him to move, to do something to 
save her. Hikari dying in front of him would become his worst nightmare, and he knew 
would never be able to come out from that tragic hole if that happened. Watching Hikari 
getting beaten up to death by her father almost broke his mind. Such violence, such 
inhumane acts, such aggressive, murderous nature; he was witnessing it for the very first 
time. 


In a moment of desperation, Leyon grabbed whatever was next to him, which turned out to 
be a small flower pot sitting atop a table. He threw the object with all his might, hitting 
Hikari's father directly on the head. 


"You brat." Hikari's father turned to Leyon. In an instant, he grabbed an empty bottle of 
alcohol from the floor and rushed forward. Leyon stood paralysed on the spot. Then came 
the forceful impact as the empty glass bottle collided with his head, causing him to fall to the 
ground. 


Bits and pieces of glasses scattered on the floor. Slowly, blood began to pool around the 
surface where he laid. He could feel his sense of consciousness slip by each passing second as 
he found himself unable to move or even make a sound. 


Horrified at the sight, Hikari immediately ran towards Leyon, shoving her stunned father 
away. Fear gripped her as she sank to the floor next to Leyon. With trembling hands, she 
tried to shake Leyon awake, but received no response from him. His eyes were wide open but 
they looked dull and dead. Tears never stopped escaping her eyes as Hikari called him by his 
name over and over again, shouting at the top of her lungs almost to the point of tearing 
them apart, yet no sound came out of her lips and reached his ears. 


"This is what happens when you mess with me, kid," her father spat coldly as he walked out 
the back door, touching his aching head. 


After her father left, Hikari focussed her attention back on Leyon. She knew she needed to 
act fast or Leyon might not make it. Mustering up her strength, Hikari pulled him up from 
the floor. She tried her best to support the weight of his body on her left shoulder, bringing 
one of his arms over her neck and hoisting him up so that his body was attached to her side. 


It took everything she had to drag him out of her house and onto the road. She scanned her 
eyes around the area, searching for a place nearby where he could be taken care of. The 
village hospital was the only place she could think of. 


All the while, as she carried him to safety, her eyes overflowed with tears. And as her 
deranged mind tried to piece back what was left of her sanity together, she kept praying for 
him to be saved. To whoever was willing to answer her prayers, she was ready to give up 
everything she had. She would save him no matter the cost; she would save him even if she 
were to give up her own life. 
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Chapter 6: A Silent Goodbye 


Where am I? thought Leyon. He didn't know why his head was hurting, as if a big truck had 
run over it when he woke up that morning. 


As Leyon struggled to open his eyes, the first thing he could make out from his cloudy vision 
was the figure of a small girl sitting beside the bed where he rested. Her eyes were fixed on 
him, but he had no clue who she was. 


Leyon blinked his eyes a couple of times to shake off the blurriness, and to get a clearer look 
at the girl. But she suddenly stood up in an alarmed manner as if shocked to see him awake 
and ran out of the room before he had the chance to identify her. 


A few minutes later, Leyon could hear the door to his room click open, and his ears picked up 
the sound of footsteps approaching him. His vision had improved by then, making it easier 
for him to see the world around him, but the same could not be said for his throbbing head. 


"How are you feeling?” a man wearing a white coat asked him. Judging from his appearance, 
Leyon guessed he was the doctor who was tending to him. So he was in the hospital? What 
had happened to him? He couldn't recall anything, and his head hurt even more when he 
tried to force himself to remember. Maybe he should ask the doctor. An explanation from a 
medical professional would probably be more helpful than anything his mind could come up 
with at the moment. 


Leyon could feel the weight and pressure of his throbbing head raining down on him as he 
rose to a sitting position on the bed. The soft pillow acted as a cushion for the upper half of 
his body as he leaned back, with the doctor helping to adjust his body posture before starting 
to examine him. 


"Eyes normal, tongue? Open your mouth, please. That's it. Everything seems to be fine. 
Nothing serious," the doctor continued, his gloved hands examining parts of his body, taking 
his temperature, and inspecting the bandage that was wrapped around his head. 


After the doctor was done checking his overall condition, he turned to the person next to him 
and smiled. It was that girl from before; Leyon identified. "He's all good now, little girl," he 
heard the doctor say to the girl. 


Leyon was all the more confused. That little girl looked to be around the same age as him. 
Did he know this girl? His mind didn't give him an answer. 


The door to his room opened once again. A lady wearing a classic business outfit entered the 
room. She was carrying a small black file case in her hands. Her heels clicked loudly on the 
tiled floor as she made her way towards the doctor. 


"Hi. My name's Susan," she greeted the doctor, extending her right hand. 
"Yes. And you are?" the doctor asked, squinting his eyes as he shook her hand. 


"I'm the boy's caretaker. I come from the orphanage," Susan replied. "I've finally found him. 
I went all over the village looking for him. Good that I came here, otherwise I was about to 
file a missing child report," she added. 


"I see. Well, you don't have to worry about him now. He just needed a few stitches," said the 
doctor. "I'm afraid it'll leave a scar but he'll be fine after getting some rest for a few days." 


Turning to Leyon, Susan shot him a blank look before adjusting her eye glasses and moving 
towards him. She stopped right beside his bed and stood there. "Do you remember me? I'm 
Susan," she asked Leyon in a soft tone. 
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Leyon slowly nodded his head. 


"Little girl? Why are you standing silently over there? Don't you want to say anything to him? 
He's awake now," the doctor said to the girl, motioning his hand towards Leyon, catching 
both Leyon's and Susan's attention in the process. 


Leyon would have almost forgotten the existence of the little girl had the doctor not 
addressed her presence any sooner. Focussing on the little girl, Leyon trailed her movements 
as she approached him. With eyes brimming with unshed tears and sporting a wide, happy 
smile, she looked up at him, standing close to the other side of his bed. 


Weird. The girl was really weird. "Who are you?" Leyon asked. Her smiling face instantly 
paled at his question, the expression on her face quickly getting replaced by a look of 
confusion. 


"What are you talking about, boy? Do you not know her?" the doctor interrupted him. 
"No. I don't," came Leyon's reply. 

"Do you remember how you got hurt?" Susan asked from the side. 

"... No. I can't... remember,” Leyon answered her. 


"That's strange," the doctor muttered, coming forward to check up on him again. "Do you 
know your name?" he asked. 


"My name's Leyon K." 

"Good. Do you know about your family?" the doctor continued to ask him. 

"My parents died in a car accident. I came to live here with my granny, but she died too." 
"Tell me what happened after your granny died," the doctor went on. 


"I remember her funeral. I remember the villagers, they were there at her funeral. And... 
and... I can't remember." Leyon clutched his head, wincing in pain as he tried to remember 
but couldn't. 


"It's okay. Don't push yourself." The doctor comforted him. 


"How did I come here? How did I get hurt?" Leyon said, turning to the doctor and giving him 
a questioning look. 


"So you don't remember why you're in the hospital or how you hurt your head? This is 
serious!" Susan exclaimed, interrupting their conversation. "Ahem. Excuse me," she said, 
feeling awkward. 


"Come, Miss Susan. It seems we need to have a talk. Let's go look at his test reports.” With 
that said, both Susan and the doctor left the room. 


Now that Leyon was left alone with this weird little girl, he decided it was the right time to 
ask her some questions. 


"Do I know you?" Leyon asked, but he received no reply. "Are you Susan's daughter?" 


At his next question, though, the girl furiously shook her head, implying that she was not at 
all Susan's daughter. 
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"What's your name?" Leyon continued. "Can't you speak? Hey, where you going-" He wasn't 
able to finish his sentence as the girl suddenly rushed out of the room, shutting the door 
loudly behind her. 


Room-3B: The Doctor's Office. 
"So you're telling me that he has selective amnesia?" Susan said to the doctor. 


"Yes. That seems to be the case. He's developed selective amnesia, which could be the result 
of a severe psychological stress at the time he was injured." 


"I don't understand. Can you please explain further?" Susan asked as they both remained 
seated inside the office. 


"Selective amnesia...well, it's a kind of amnesia where the patient loses certain parts of their 
memory, meaning the patient will forget some events that occurred in his life, events that 
could have been traumatising for him. Like, for example, he could lose his memory of a 
certain person if that person served as a triggering factor for him," the doctor explained. 


"So you're implying that the little girl was a triggering factor for him?" 

"Maybe, but we don't know that for sure yet." 

"Ah, I see." 

"That boy, Leyon is his name, right? He seems to be in a lot of stress before as well." 


"Yes, that might be true. He's been through a lot, I can tell. I can't imagine how much he 
must've suffered witnessing so many deaths in his age. First his parents, then his 
grandmother," said Susan, feeling sympathetic. 


"Oh yes, I heard his grandmother passed away in our hospital just recently.” The doctor 
sighed. 


“And now he's lost his memories.” 
“Such a pitiful child.” 
"Wait. Doctor, could you tell me how exactly he came here hurting his head?" 


"I'm sorry, I should've notified you sooner." The doctor cleared his throat before continuing, 
"He was admitted last night. I heard from the staff that a little girl came with a barely 
conscious boy. They immediately notified me and I became his surgeon. I thought the boy 
wouldn't make it but he's tough, I'll tell you that." 


"T'm glad he made it. Any idea on how the two kids ended up in that situation?" 


"We can't ask Leyon now that has no memory of it. I tried asking the little girl but she seems 
to be mute. I wasn't able to communicate with her properly yesterday. Do you know who she 
is?” 


"I'm sorry I don't." Susan shook her head. 
"I see. That kind of leaves us in a tight situation.” 


"They're only children. What could possibly have happened?" Susan muttered to herself and 
turned her attention back to the doctor. 


"Maybe," the doctor continued, "the scene Leyon had witnessed before he got hurt was 
something he had never wished to see. Maybe his mind wanted to forget it and that's why his 
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memories relating to that incident was completely wiped out, but since the girl seemed to be 
involved in the incident, his mind also wiped away the memories associated with her too," he 
finished. 


"It seems the only way to find out the truth is to let the girl explain," said Susan. "Will his 
memories return, though?" 


"It's hard to say. Sometimes the memories are temporary, and they do return on their own 
with time. But sometimes they're permanent. We can only watch and observe for now." 


Her gaze was fixed on the torn picture of her and Leyon on the table in the living room of her 
house. She grabbed the sellotape that was next to the torn photo and got to work, piecing it 
back together. Three minutes later, she accomplished her task. Though the picture didn't 
look as good as new anymore, at least it was saved. All she needed to do now was to show it 
to Leyon. Maybe then he might remember her. 


Hikari had run back to her house in a flurry to retrieve that photograph. It was the only thing 
she could use to make him remember her. The photo was the ultimate proof of their 
relationship, proof that she had been a part of his life, even though it was for a short while. 
Getting up, she turned to leave the house. Delaying any further would only lead her to 
encounter her father, and that was the last thing she wanted. 


"Finally back, eh?" said a gruff voice. 


Hikari halted her steps. Someone up there must really hate her, she thought. Luck was never 
on her side and, she wondered why. 


"Looking at you now, I reckon that boy's not dead, is he?" her father taunted. She could 
already picture him standing behind her. "Are you going to see him?" he questioned, but he 
didn't need to hear her answer because he already knew what her answer would be. "You're 
not going anywhere, girl." 


That day, Hikari deeply regretted ever coming back to her house. What she didn't know was 
that day marked only the beginning of what was about to come next. She never would've 
predicted the train of events that would soon follow after that day. 


One entire week had passed. Leyon had been recovering fairly well. As for his lost memories, 
there was still no hope. He had not met the little girl ever since that day, but he didn't think 
much about it. Susan had been persuading him to go back with her to the city; he would have 
a better chance at life there, she had said. She also mentioned something about her office in 
the city and how her superiors were now raging at her for neglecting her duties. Apparently, 
Susan had been away for far too long. She had travelled miles to reach the village with the 
sole purpose of taking him back to the city. 


"Are you all set?" Susan asked Leyon, who was getting dressed up to leave. The entire week, 
she had been his caretaker, the one who brought him food, brought him clothes and gave 
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him his medication. As for Leyon's mental health, there was nothing she could do. She was 
told not to mention anything about how he was brought to the hospital by the girl in a 
horrible condition the night before he was admitted here. The doctor was hesitant to tell him 
about the past incidents for fear of negatively impacting his mental health. He said it would 
be dangerous for him to try to force his mind into remembering events he 

couldn't recall, as it could lead to a disastrous outcome, and worsen his condition. 


Susan could care less about Leyon's memory loss, though. That wasn't included in her 
responsibility. Leave it to his luck; if he was lucky, the memories would eventually return 
someday. Besides, the little girl had somehow magically disappeared since that day and 
never returned. Susan took that as a green light to further execute her plans. What she 
needed to do now was to take Leyon to the city and put his name under the child care unit of 
the orphanage where she worked. That was her job. That was why she came here. 


"Yeah. I'm done. Let's go," Leyon replied, snapping Susan out of her thoughts. 


He was getting discharged from the hospital that day. And soon, he would leave for the city. 
Susan had been waiting for him to get ready the entire time. 


"Get in the car... Hey, are you okay?" Susan asked as she was preparing to get into the car 
herself. But seeing the hesitant looking Leyon staring at the road behind him made her stop 
for a while. And she patiently waited for him to respond. 


"I'm fine," Leyon said to her after a while, still staring out into the straight open road with a 
longing look. 


"Do you remember something?" 


Leyon shook his head in response. He had long discarded the thought of ever regaining his 
memories. He felt he didn't need it. Nothing would change in his life, even if those memories 
returned. The doctor told him he lost those memories because his mind didn't want to 
remember the things that happened prior to that. So what was the point of trying to 
remember something he wanted to forget? "Let's go," he said, finally turning back to Susan. 


As he got into the car, his eyes failed to notice the figure of a small girl running towards him 
from afar. 


Hikari had been held in captivity by her father for an entire week before she somehow 
managed to escape from him. And the first thing she did was run to the hospital. Leyon was 
the only person on her mind. She needed to see him and show him the picture they had 
taken together. However, by the time she arrived at the hospital, it was too late. She couldn't 
find him anywhere. When she met the doctor who treated him, he told her that Leyon had 
already left with Susan. 


It can't be, thought Hikari. Leyon... you can't... you can't leave. Her mind started to break 
down as she felt warm tears cloud her vision. 


After leaving the hospital, Hikari caught a glimpse of a car parked in the distance. She could 
see a boy who looked a lot like Leyon climb into the vehicle. 
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Clutching the glued photo in one hand, Hikari ran as fast as her little legs could carry her. 
But the distance between her and the car was too far apart. The further she ran, the further 
the car sped past, away from her. Even so, she kept trying to reach him until her legs gave up 
on her. 


Not long after, she collapsed on the hard, dirty ground. Covered with cuts and bruises, she 
laid helpless on the ground, her legs unable to lift her body off the ground. 


"Get up. Get up,” she commanded her legs as she willed her mind to get up, but her body 
responded angrily at her by inflicting more pain on her instead. Both her knees were badly 
injured, and there were also other open wounds on her body, but she couldn't identify them 
all at the moment. 


Feeling weak and powerless, she wasn't able to control the parade of emotions that were 
building up inside. Unable to soothe her aching heart, she finally burst into tears. Tightly 
clutching the photo to her chest, her bruised fingers curled tightly between her palms, 
forming into fists as she silently sobbed her heart out in utter agony. 
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If this thing called fate exists in this world, I wonder if 
our paths will cross again someday. 


Days, months and years will come and go, but the sky 
will remain the same as ever. And as long as we are 
watching the same sky, I'm sure we will meet again. 


~ Hikari 
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Ten years later... 


Chapter 7: Pain Is Gain 


~ 


It is a sin to be born. Regardless of how unbearable or heart-breaking your final goodbyes 
may seem, you have to open your eyes wide and watch your loved ones die one by one. You 
keep asking yourself why life gives you so much pain and misery, but you never get the 
answer. The heart gets toyed repeatedly without a break until you finally overcome it all 
and then the cycle begins to repeat itself. So much hurt, comfort and sadness in this world, I 
don't understand why they say life is beautiful. 


~ 


The sky darkened, and the moon slowly arose from its slumber to take the sun's place. This 
was an episode that played itself out every single night like a rule. Not only the moon, it was 
more like the entire universe followed a particular phase: night and day, the changing of 
seasons, the rotation of the earth; those were always constant and never changing. But then, 
why were humans so stubborn? Why did humans hate rules so much? Why did they rebel so 
much? All the time beating each other up and killing each other to reach the top, but what 
was it that defined this very top? What was so tempting about it that people were willing to 
throw everything away to reach it? Happiness? He didn't know. 


It was the world that made him twisted. 
It was the people he encountered that turned him into someone like this. 


Reality is saddening, but what's more saddening is when you can't find an excuse or a way 
to escape from it. Because, when the loneliness kicks in, it's almost impossible to endure 
everything that comes along with it. 


His life had always been at rock bottom. Love, hope, trust, friendship, happiness, were all lies 
to him. Nobody would take the time to help him if life shitted on his face in the middle of the 
road somewhere. The world was evil and so were the people in it. 


In this crazy, never-ending game of chase, he was the victim. Every obstacle he crossed was 
like a level won, yet he never reached the victory line. Why? It was simple — the victory line 
didn't exist, at least not in his lifetime. It was as if he was playing a battle game where he was 
both the fighter and the escapist. Quite a shitty game it was. 


Piles of dirt layered the dark, narrow alleyway. A foul-smelling odour hung in the air, giving 
off a powerful, unpleasant aura that felt rather nauseating to the senses. Sounds of footsteps 
could be heard somewhere from within the uninhabited areas of the alley. Loud, angry voices 
echoed through the walls of the surrounding structure. A gang of boys threw themselves over 
a lone boy, swinging their fists and continuously attacking him as if he was some kind of 
criminal. 


This was a fight where only the dominant one prevailed. He was up against four of them. 
Cuts and bruises covered his body, but it was too soon to feel any pain. The rush of 
adrenaline coursing through his veins kept him up on his feet even when more and more 
violent attacks were thrown at him. His body moved back and forth in a fluid-like manner, 
dodging quite an awesome number of their flying punches and kicks. 


An aimlessly thrown fist almost collided with his face before he managed to evade it just in 
time. But he knew he couldn't keep evading attacks forever. If he kept being on the defensive 
side, he was surely going to get hit. His train of thought was interrupted when a sudden, 
forceful uppercut to his jaw almost knocked his teeth out. He felt his body crash onto the 
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hard, dirty ground again. A trail of blood ran down the corner of his lips, and he quickly spat 
out the dark red liquid from his mouth as if it stung him. The lingering metallic taste of blood 
was something he was already familiar with. This was not the first time he'd had his blood 
spilt. 


"What's wrong, K? Is this how you really fight? I didn't know the person everyone referred to 
as 'the lion' would be this weak and retarded?" one of the gang members shouted at K. 


Looking up, K could easily guess that the person who spoke to him was a gang leader — an 

extremely annoying one at that. He was taller than him, and possessed a hard, sturdy body, 
while his other members looked quite thin and fragile. No wonder they followed him like a 

dog. 


"Come on, even a girl can do better than you?" the leader mocked him. 


"Heh. I'm just warming up," K replied in a sarcastic tone. He was panting heavily and out of 
breath, but so were his supposed enemies; they weren't having a good time either. Earlier, he 
had managed to throw in some kicks and punches of his own, but he was outnumbered, 
which led to them easily gaining the upper hand. But this didn't mean he was losing. K 
smirked in satisfaction as he stared at their tired, sorry states. This was precisely what he 
wanted. 


"Save your excuses. You're already in this state. Who are you trying to fool?" 
"So then, if I threw a stick at you, will you leave?" 


"Nope. Sorry, we're not dogs and we’re not going anywhere before we make a pancake out of 
you." The gang leader smiled devilishly. "But before we finish you off, let us tell you our 
names-" 


"Names?" K cut him off. "I don't need to know your names. How about I give you names 
instead? You're familiar with numbers, right? So you..." Pointing a finger at the leader, K 
continued, "I'll call you 'one' and the rest of your pets as two, three, and four. Sounds good?" 


"You bastard! Still putting on airs when you're the loser here." 
"Four seconds.” 
"What?" 


"It'll take four seconds to finish you guys off. I thought you understood what I meant. Well, I 
guess the bigger they are, the stupider they will be," K taunted him. 


"T'll kill you!" 


"Ah. Big words from someone who needed three more side chicks to manhandle me, I see. 
Pity." Wiping off the remaining stain of blood from the corner of his lips, K slowly got up 
from the ground and readied himself. "I don't get all day. Come on." 


"Get him!" thundered the leader. 


When the whole gang charged at K, K was exceedingly calm. The world inside his mind 
turned black. His eyes got cold and serious, searching for an opening where he could execute 
his moves and take them out one by one. Their movements were a lot slower than before. He 
had been waiting for this moment. He had been stalling for time all along, engaging in short 
conversations with them, and secretly taking enough time to build up his energy in the 
process. It was him versus four of them. This was the perfect time to let strategy come into 
play. He pretended to have lost. He had dodged all their attacks before, only using a tiny 


47 


fraction of his energy while they came at him with full force, tiring themselves to the point of 
exhaustion. This was the perfect time to finish them off. 


K analysed his situation. From his perspective, everything was in slow motion as the gang 
rushed towards him. His eyes roamed meticulously, searching for their weak spot. That was 
when he spotted it — one of the gang members limping on his left leg. K had decided. He was 
going to be the first target. 


Swiftly avoiding all of their attacks, K strode to the side, heading straight for the one with the 
limping leg. He would eliminate the weakest one first and then go for the rest. K skilfully 
ducked the guy's fist and took that chance to grab his arm, twisted it before unleashing a full, 
vicious kick to his injured leg and then elbowing him on the neck, knocking him out on the 
hard ground all in one second. "Four," K counted. Wasting no time, he turned to the other 
members, searching for his next target. K stepped back, dodging another punch thrown at 
him. He could sense that they were desperate, their minds probably going haywire by now. 


K ducked and blocked another heavy kick coming his way with his arms crossed over his 
head. Before the attacker could put down his leg, K sprung up to him in the blink of an eye, 
giving him a harsh, painful headbutt to his nose. The attacker staggered backwards, 
clutching his bleeding nose before he, too, landed with his butt on the ground. "Three." K 
had gone easy on him. He prepared his next move. This time, it went fairly easy. When the 
other member was distracted at the sight of his fallen comrades, K rushed in at the speed of 
light. He flung his right leg high up at him, giving him a lethal, well-placed strike to his jaw; 
his body instantly crashed to the ground, unconscious. 


"Guess it's just you left now." K grinned, enjoying the look of pure terror on the last person 
standing — the irresponsible leader of the group. 


The leader stood in shock, his legs visibly shaking. When he glanced sideways, there was no 
one beside him. He was the only one up against the beast now. Yes, a beast. This person was 
not normal. Such insane speed and agility; he was seeing it for the very first time. It seemed 
as if K had changed. This was not the weak person he thought he could beat from before. 


He watched in horror and fear as K lunged at him. One blink of his eyes and he found himself 
on the ground with K sitting on top of his belly. Blow after blow, his face was ruthlessly 
pummelled by K's brutal fists to the point where he could no longer feel any pain, as though 
all his senses had gone numb. When his swollen, black eyes gazed up at him, the feeling of 
dread that instantly crawled up his bones was truly indescribable. 


This was not K. It was not possible. This was someone else entirely. The aura of darkness 
that surrounded this person was excruciatingly maddening, yet suffocating at the same time. 
His dark, hollow eyes were unreadable as he planted himself on top of him like a sinister 
creature of the shadows devouring his prey after a wild hunt. This person was no doubt a 
force to be reckoned with. It was his mistake to have provoked him. 


Feeling seemingly satisfied after what he had done to the poor gang members, K got up to 
leave, but a hand latched onto one of his legs, preventing him from doing so. 


"H-How?" the gang leader breathed out, his hand still holding onto K's leg. 


"Tsk," K spat in disgust. "You've got a long way to go if you want to defeat me. What you 
lacked was strategy. Having more people by your side doesn't always guarantee victory. 
Learn that first," K said to him. 


"My name... is Gil,” he croaked, looking up at K's towering figure. 
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"And so?" 


"Just... I wanted to let you know. I won't bother you anymore. Now I finally know why 
everyone calls you that name,” Gil said to K, freeing his leg. 


"I don't care." With that said, K walked away, not even throwing a glance back at him, not 
even once. 


So this was it? This was the feeling, Gil thought. When you've done everything you could to 
defeat someone, when you've given your all to crush that person yet, in the end, you still lost; 
when you've regrettably suffered a painful, humiliating defeat at the hands of that foe, it was 
not the feeling of hatred or vengeance that came soon after losing. It was something else. 
Respect. 


All Gil had for K now was respect. 


His real name... what was it? Ah... Leyon K. I will remember that name. 


The night's aroma scattered in the air, slowly engulfing the city with its secrets. The rows of 
street lights lit up like pearls down his path. Quiet footsteps of lone travellers echoed in his 
ears as he dragged his sore feet across the rough, concrete pavement. He could hear the 
laughter of children playing in the nearby parks. Glancing at his side, he saw a small family 
of three. A small boy who seemed no more than five years old was walking ahead. Both his 
parents were at his sides, holding his hand. They seemed to be having a nice conversation, 
too. He couldn't help but feel envious. 


Look away, his mind commanded, and he did. Passersby looked at him with a disgusted 
expression, covering their noses as they passed by him. Limping in the streets covered in 
dirt, his clothes torn and shabby, his skin caked with dried blood, he looked as though he 
might suddenly run rampant and bite someone at any moment. His right ankle was 
fractured; his face felt bloated; sweat and grime covered the insides of his clothes; it was all 
extremely uncomfortable. He had become the perfect definition of a zombie walking the 
streets. No wonder people around him acted the way they did. 


Taking out a smartphone from his pants pocket, he pressed the on button to see what time it 
was. A plain, black wallpaper appeared on his lock screen, and in the middle of it was shown 
7:58 pm. Screw those bastards. They cracked my phone screen. He cursed under his breath. 
What was he expecting? Nothing good came from the way he was living now, but it was not 
like anything good came out from his past, either. His future was as dark as the colour of the 
background in his phone and his life was as miserable as the awfully cracked surface of his 
phone's screen. 


Ten years later, after getting brought into an orphanage, after finally leaving from there, his 
life hadn't changed for the better. It only kept getting worse. But there were still times when 
he enjoyed living that way — the fights. He liked putting people in their places: people who 
attacked him, and self-righteous people who do harm to innocent people. They deserved to 
be beaten to death, like those gang members he encountered just an hour ago. 


Though he never fought for his own selfish reasons, there were times when he went 
overboard. If he could turn back time, would he still choose to walk this path? If 
circumstances in his life were a bit different, he wouldn't have chosen this path, but it was no 
use thinking back on it now. His fists had long since been tainted with blood from all those 
days that he spent fighting. No amount of soap or detergent would wash away the filthy 
stench of blood from his body. 
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The vibrating sound coming from his phone snapped him back to reality, and he opened his 
screen to check. He had just received an email from his high school. Perfect timing. He 
groaned. He didn't have the mood to deal with school at the moment. 


Just as he was about to ignore the boring, useless text message from his school, his phone 
vibrated again. This time it was a call from his teacher — a call he was not going to pick up. 
But his phone continued to vibrate endlessly making him feel a bit frustrated. Sighing 
helplessly, he reluctantly picked up the call and kept his phone a few centimetres away from 
his ear. And just as expected, the deep, male voice on the other line shouted angrily at him, 
"Leyon K! If you don't come to school from next week, you're getting expelled! Do you hear 
me?” And the teacher immediately cut the call. 
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Chapter 8: Don't Be Sad When I Die 


"Water... water... Hikari... I need water," he cried in a hoarse tone, getting up from his bed. 


Hearing her father, Hikari offered him a glass of water. She held the glass for him as his raw- 
boned, scrawny fingers shakily brought it to his lips. After taking a small sip of the liquid, he 
settled down back on his bed, heaving a sigh of relief. Looking at her father — who back in 
those days was still healthy and strong — made her feel sad. His body was thin to the point of 
emaciation. The father who once brutally scolded her, beaten her and even tried to kill her on 
many occasions had been reduced to such a pathetic, helpless state. 


Hikari took the medicine from her father's bedside table. She poured the brown syrup into a 
spoon and fed him. He coughed violently, choking on the bitter liquid that burned at the 
back of his throat. Hikari got up from the chair next to his bed and tried to help him, but he 
raised his hand, telling her not to do anything. He coughed a bit more, his breath becoming 
shallow. 


A look of concern etched across her features as she watched her father with sympathetic 
eyes. If only there was something she could say to comfort her ailing father, it would have 
been a lot better. Then she wouldn't be feeling so suffocated like she was right now. 


The past few days went by with her tending to her father every morning, afternoon and night. 
The doctor had told her that his father's case was serious. Excessive drinking had led him to 
this state. Hikari always knew her father's careless drinking habits would one day bring him 
severe complications, but she never thought it'd arrive so soon. The doctor had even told her 
that nothing could be done, that her father was beyond help, but she didn't want to believe 
those words. Her father must be saved. She would not give up until she found the best doctor 
who could cure him. 


He was the only family she had. No matter how bad or cruel or violent he was to her, he was 
still her father; his blood ran through her veins. But if she were to lose him now, what would 
come of her? She'd be all alone, and she didn't want that. 


"Looking at you now, I'm really starting to miss your mother," said her father, surprising her. 
He had never mentioned her mother ever since she ran away from home ten years ago. She 
was surprised that he was suddenly talking about her now. "You really resemble your mother 
a lot," he continued. 


Hikari blinked her eyes at him, blatantly confused at his sudden unexpected behaviour. 
"I won't live long, Hikari..," he quavered, staring at her with tired, distant eyes. 


"That's not true." Her mouth formed the words, hoping her father would understand her, 
hoping she could give him the comfort he needed. 


"I don't get what you're trying to say," he said to her, his voice cracking. Hikari forced a 
smile, trying to push down the rising feeling of hurt and disappointment in the pit of her 
stomach. 


Reciprocating her action, a thin white line formed around her father's lips. Was she 
mistaken? As far as she could recall, her father had never smiled at her, not even once. It was 
the first time he was doing it. And to Hikari, that alone made her very happy. 
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Hikari woke up before dawn the next day. She quickly freshened up and went outside. 
Relishing the feeling of fresh morning air hitting her face, she strolled past the wide, gold- 
tinged, open rice fields. She stopped for a moment there, feeling the need to watch the 
beautiful sunrise. Seeing the open fields always calmed her senses. Perhaps it was the 
soothing yet empowering ambience of the place or the eerily serene atmosphere that made 
her feel that way. 


When she was young, she came to watch this scene with a certain someone, but he was gone 
now. She missed those woeful days — those days full of happiness and enjoyment. There was 
a saying that if you get too happy, something bad always happens. She didn't believe those 
words at the time, but now she was starting to rethink them. She sighed heavily. Why did her 
mind always bring up those painful memories when she was trying hard not to think about 
them? Because you're stupid. You still can't move on, it shot back mockingly. But how could 
she move on when it was her fault. If she had just been a little more tactful in the past, maybe 
things wouldn't have gone the way they did. 


She was just a kid then; that person had told her once — when she asked him what she 
should do if she started missing him — to look up at the sky and smile because he'd be 
looking at it too, no matter where he was. His words always made her feel better. His words 
made her believe that no matter the distance, their hearts would always be connected. 


Leyon, where are you now? Are you also watching the same sky right now? I miss you... 


Leyon was never a light sleeper. He usually woke up late, so it really baffled him when his 
eyes snapped open without any explanation at the early hour of six in the morning that day. 
He tried to sleep in, but his eyes stayed wide awake. Deciding it was of no use, he got up and 
entered his bathroom to do his morning routine. After he was done, he walked back to his 
room and opened the sliding door to his apartment balcony, and looked up at the sky. 


Was the morning sky always this beautiful? he asked himself. He had never once paid any 
attention to such kind of details before. 


The sky looked exceedingly clear and bright that day. It was as if the gleaming saffron-yellow 
sun that was slowly making its way up the horizon had been waiting for him to steal a glance. 
But what was this uneasiness inside his chest? This feeling he couldn't quite explain; this 
longing, what was it? Don't tell me I have heart disease now. 


Hikari entered through the backdoor of her house, which led her to the kitchen. After putting 
the groceries on the kitchen counter, she went to the living room and raised all the curtains 
in the room. The warm sunlight penetrated the windows, lighting up the whole area. The 
morning had gotten so peaceful since her father became ill. She didn't want to imagine those 
nightmarish moments she experienced before he got bedridden. 


Hikari knew her father would still be sleeping around that time, so it was rather strange 
when she noticed something on the living room table that hadn't been there the night before. 
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When she came over to see what was on the table, a hot bowl of soup greeted her. Next to it 
was a pile of folded papers. Did her father do this? She didn't think so. Her father was 
bedridden; he couldn't even walk without another person's support. 


Stopping her thoughts, Hikari picked up the papers and unfolded the contents with her 
hands. Written in scrappy, awful handwriting were the following words: 


Hikari, my beloved daughter. By the time you read this, I'd probably have gone from this 
world. I've already known that my days were numbered. It must have been hard for you all 
these years, trying to keep up with a useless father like me. All that money I threw away 
when I gambled, I should've used it to buy you good clothes and jewellery. I should've 
pampered you like how all the other dads pampered their kids. I regret it so much now. I 
was too focused on the momentary pleasures of life that I completely neglected you and 
your mother. 


Thad a dream about you last night. You were five years old in my dream. You were playing 
in the garden when I came to see you. You gave me the most dazzling smile I had ever seen 

in my life. Holding a bunch of flowers, you stretched out your hands towards me and sang, 
"Papa, I picked these flowers for you!" with a happy voice and I cried. 


Hearing your sweet voice in my dream brought me back to my true self. I was crazy. How 
could I have forgotten my beloved daughter — that little bundle of joy, who made me the 
happiest man on earth when she came out of her mother's belly. All these years, I felt like a 
demon had possessed my body, and now that I'm nearing the end of my time, it seems he 
had left in a hurry. This must be why I'm feeling all these emotions now, this unbearable 
pain and sadness. 


You lost your voice because of me. I'm sorry. I know it's shameless of me to apologise now, 
but I'm still sorry. For all the times I inhumanely beat you and scolded you, I'm sorry. For 
being a monster to you, who was my own daughter, I'm sorry. Don't forgive me. 


I wish I could turn back time to fix all the mistakes I've made. But I know it's impossible. All 
Ican do is write the words 'T'm sorry’ on this meaningless sheet of paper. I wanted to tell 
you this in person, but it seems my time is running out. 


After I die, leave this place, my daughter. Go and find your mother in the city. Go and live 
with your mother. That is my only wish. 


For this pathetic excuse of aman who doesn't deserve to be your father, don't be sad when I 
die. 


Hikari dropped the papers from her hand, and they fell soundlessly to the floor near her feet. 
Something wet touched her cheeks, and it took her a second to realise that those were her 
tears. Suddenly feeling an overwhelming sense of dread, Hikari rushed to her father's room, 
the bowl of hot soup left forgotten on top of the table. 


It can't be, her mind denied. There, lying on the bed, was her father, his body motionless and 
still like a wax statue, a lifeless mannequin, so silent, so peaceful, and so undisturbed. 


This was not real. She repeated over and over again in her mind. Jt must be a dream. Yes, a 
dream. Situations like these always happened, didn't they? Any moment and she would wake 
up to see her father laying on his bed, in his room, alive and well. Because... because... he 
was all fine yesterday. So why, today... I'm scared. I want to wake up. This dream is too 
real and too long. Please, let me wake up. 
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Her eyes widened in shock, and her knees dropped to the ground with a thud. The room 
suddenly felt very cold. She couldn't believe what she was seeing. Her body shook violently, 
and her heartbeat rose as she felt hot tears course down her cheeks. The tears continued to 
flow as quiet sobs wracked her body, barely allowing her to catch a breath. Why? Why? Why 
is this not a dream? Hikari glanced at her father's lifeless body. She was not prepared for 
this. She did not know what to feel. Hurt, resentment, sadness — which one was it? 


Hikari sat at the living room table with her head resting on her arms, deep in thought. Two 
weeks had gone by so fast without her noticing. She was still dressed in mourning clothes. 
Her father's dead body had been laid to rest near the outskirts of her village. She looked up 
from the table and clutched a handful of what seemed to be some sort of documents in her 
hands. In the title, on the first page, was written in big bold letters: NEW HOME 
PURCHASE AND SALE AGREEMENT. 


All the documents had been thoroughly signed; her thumb impressions were also included 
on every page of the signed agreement. Hikari had sold her house. Her father didn't just pass 
away without leaving her anything behind. He had left her a huge amount of gambling debt. 
And in order to pay back his debt, she had to sell their house. 


Her home was gone. The place she grew up in, the place filled with bittersweet memories of 
her childhood, was gone just like that. And as if to add insult to injury, the new house owner 
had given her exactly two days to pack up and move out. 


For the first time in her life, Hikari blamed her father. He should've treated her more badly if 
he knew he was going to die like that. He should've scolded her and beaten her more even at 
his last moments. Maybe then she wouldn't feel so bad. Maybe then she would be able to 
carry on living without him. Maybe then things would have turned out a lot easier. But he 
just had to act like a genuine, loving, and caring father at the brink of his death, even making 
her a bowl of soup which — by a long shot — tasted awful and bitter. He just had to leave a 
heart wrenching letter behind filled with regretful confessions of his. He shouldn't have done 
it. Now, she could not hate him even if she wanted to. He was bound to torment her right up 
until the end. 


It was true, her father had scarred her deeply and she might never be able to recover from 
that. The traumas from her childhood, she knew she would carry them with her forever. She 
knew she would never be able to forget the abuses, and she knew they would sometimes 
haunt her in her dreams. Her father had been a monster to her; she had every right to be 
angry at him for treating her that way. Whatever he had said in his letter before his death 
would never make up for all those times he had broken her. Even so, she could not bring 
herself to hate him. And she hated herself for it. 


At the end of the day, she still wished he would change. She still hoped to gain back the 
family she had lost. But it was too late. That wish would never be granted. 


Feeling frustrated, Hikari got up and walked to the bathroom. As soon as the cool water from 
the tap hit her hands, she bent down to wash her face. When she looked up, she saw her own 
reflection in the mirror mounted above the washing basin. Dark brown eyes stared back at 
her. Owing to her thin, petite figure, she looked a lot younger than her age, like a fifteen- 
year-old high school girl, but she was eighteen and had just recently graduated from high 
school. Her hair was dark golden brown, long and straight with neat air bangs covering her 
pale, clear face. She could see bags under her eyes from lack of sleep, and her lips were 
parched and dry. I look awful, Hikari thought as she stared at herself in the mirror. 
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Two days, her mind reminded her again. She must leave the house in two days. 


This was the last place Hikari had wanted to visit before leaving for the city — Claire's burial 
ground. 


"Grandma Claire, I don't think I'll be able to visit you anymore. I'm leaving for the city. I 
think I might be gone for a long time," Hikari said in her mind, placing the bouquet of white 
lilies on top of the burial mound. "J don't know where he is now, but I hope he's doing well. 
Leyon, I mean. I know you can't hear me, but please continue to look after him from 
heaven." 


Hikari paused for a bit. Her eyes surveyed her surroundings, taking in each and everything 
she saw, and engraving them into her memory. 


"Grandma Claire, I wish to find my mother. I have no idea where to even start looking for 
her. All I know is she's in the city. What do I even say when I meet her? I don't know 
anything, "said Hikari. "Do you think I might run into him there, somehow?" she asked as 
her mind drifted to Leyon. 


A few minutes passed unknowingly as Hikari continued her silent conversation with Claire's 
grave. Talking like this always made her feel better, made her feel stronger. During those 
days when her father would trouble her, she would run away from home and find solace 
here. She poured out her feelings, thinking Claire would always be listening to her. And that 
made her go on, to face life and keep going. Finally deciding it was time to go, Hikari got up 
and turned away from the grave. 


Throwing one final glance at the place behind her, Hikari left with a heart full of newfound 
hope and ambition. 
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Chapter 9: A Fading Silhouette 


The ocean fills me with boundless loneliness 
It's cold and dark in here 

I'm sinking 

I can't breathe 

I'm paralysed 
I can't move 
I'm scared 

I'm scared to die 


But I want to die... 


KKK 


"You've got some nerve coming to school after two weeks. Two weeks! Did I get that right, 
Leyon?" 


"My ears," Leyon growled at his teacher. "I can hear just fine. You don't have to shout like 
that...sir," continued Leyon, the last word begrudgingly coming off his lips. 


"Y-You you, look at this disrespectful brat!" 


"Did I say anything wrong?" asked Leyon, his eyes scanning him up and down. You bald- 
headed, forty-year-old fat man. Leyon was getting irritated. He was the same teacher who 
had yelled at him on the phone to come back to school that day. 


"You ! " 


"Don't make that revolting face at me. And what's up with this hairstyle? You don't even look 
like a student. Cut your hair," his teacher ordered. 
"No." 


"How dare you!" 


"Oh right. Did I get expelled? You said I would. It's already been two weeks. Judging from 
the fact that I'm still allowed in the school, it seems I've not been expelled yet," Leyon said to 
his class teacher in a very bored tone. 


"Do not cross the line, kid," his teacher warned, taking off his thick eyeglasses to clean them 
with his handkerchief. He then rubbed the sweat on his forehead with the same 
handkerchief. Leyon felt uncomfortable looking at him. 


"I didn't know this school was so good at telling lies. What was all that about me getting 
expelled then? Were you trying to threaten me? Sorry, but threats don't work on me. I don't 
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want to waste time here. If I'm getting expelled, then hurry up and give me the signed papers 
so I can go about my way," said Leyon, stifling a yawn. 


"Did you just yawn at me? You just wait. Let me go get my cane." 


"Calm down, sir Dustin,” a voice interrupted the two of them. Entering the faculty room was 
another teacher, holding a few textbooks in his hand. He arrived just in time, stopping 
Dustin from beating up Leyon with his cane. 


Leyon didn't even greet the new teacher, pretending not to have noticed his presence in the 
room. Currently, there was just the three of them in the room. The other teachers were busy 
with their classes. 


"Sir Nolan," Dustin greeted the man who just entered. "You tell me how I should control this 
boy. He's insane," Dustin stated, putting back his cane in its rightful place — besides his 
desk. 


"He's just a boy, sir Dustin. Let's not use violence to solve problems, shall we?" Nolan 
replied. 


"Boy? You say? Boy? He should be attending college by now. Does it not bother you that he 
flunked a grade? He brings down the name of our school. In the fifty years long history of our 
school, he's the only student who flunked his grade. He's made a record!" Dustin exclaimed. 


"He just needs to work hard and try again," Nolan spoke up for Leyon. His words made 
Dustin scowl in annoyance, but Dustin didn't say anything after that. 


Leyon eyed Nolan up and down, carefully studying his appearance. Nolan was a tall, young 
teacher in his early thirties. He taught Physics in his class, the subject which Leyon found the 
most boring and tiresome. He either slept through or bunked the whole lecture altogether 
whenever he attended school. 


Nolan and Dustin had been teaching in the school for as long as he could remember. 
According to Leyon's perception, Dustin was a bit temperamental and would always beat up 
his students if he thought they were disobedient. He was disciplining them — was what he 
always used to say. He was an extremely unlikable teacher. On the other hand, Nolan was 
more reserved and quiet. He never beat his students. He was a well-trained, proficient 
teacher whom all the students admired. Every student said he was the best teacher, but to 
Leyon, he wasn't. He was the same, same with the rest. 


"If you're going to expel me, then do it fast. I want to leave," said Leyon, catching the 
attention of the two teachers who had been engaging in a silent staring contest with each 
other. 


Dustin opened his mouth, ready to speak, but Nolan beat him to it. "I'm afraid we cannot do 
that," said Nolan. 


"And why is that?" asked Leyon, furrowing his eyebrows in annoyance. 


"If you want to get expelled that badly, then pay your fees," Nolan replied. "You haven't paid 
any for this semester." 


"I don't have money." 


"Well then, you have to find a way to pay or else you can't leave," Nolan said with a serious 
expression. 


"I really don't have any money." 
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"Isn't that your fault?" Dustin intervened. "You used up the scholarship money that was 
given to you last year. If you hadn't flunked a grade, then maybe you could have renewed or 
applied for a new one to continue your higher studies. But you failed your exams and now 
you're sitting in the same class you sat in last year but with your juniors. Don't you feel any 
shame?" Dustin shouted at Leyon. 


"No. And I don't understand why this is my fault. Haven't you heard of the saying? When a 
student fails in his studies, it's because the teacher failed in his teaching. Such common sense 
shouldn't be too hard to grasp," Leyon taunted Dustin. 


"You useless, ungrateful child!" Dustin fumed, slamming his hands on his desk. "Try to show 
some respect. I am your teacher," he growled. 


"A teacher who keeps looking up at the students’ skirts from behind when he sees them 
climbing up the stairs, I don't want to respect such teacher," Leyon replied, shooting Dustin a 
very disgusted look. 


Dustin's face became pale all of a sudden, as if his soul had slipped past his body. He didn't 
know what to say or how to even react to Leyon's words. 


Nolan tried hard to hold in his laughter. That kid. Saying that with such a straight face, he's 
one hell of a troublemaker, he thought. Seeing that Dustin had gone rigid like a statue, his 
lips twitching, and unable to retort to Leyon's wicked comments, Nolan decided it was better 
if he talked to Leyon instead. "Leyon, we understand that your situation is a bit special," he 
started, "but please, try to cooperate with the rules of the school and the teachers. Don't 
make things hard for us." 


"T'll try to pay my fees as soon as possible and leave this school," Leyon replied. 
"You misunderstood me." Nolan sighed. "What I meant was-" 


"Enough, enough," Dustin cut him off. "Let him go. My blood pressure is rising. We'll discuss 
this later." Saying this, Dustin retreated to his desk but before he could sit down on his 
revolving chair, Leyon kicked the chair's legs, causing it to slide away to the side. As a result, 
Dustin unceremoniously fell on his butt on the ground. He laid there helplessly, unable to get 
up due to his large body size. 


"You," Dustin roared, "You dare try to hurt me? Call his parents! Wait, he doesn't have any 
parents. Call the police. Call the police right now. Take this brat to jail!" 


"You may go." Nolan quickly ushered Leyon out the door. 


"Then I shall be taking my leave, sir Dustbin. Bye." Leyon bowed his head and quickly 
vanished from the room. 


Dustin's extremely loud, earth-shattering howls kept echoing throughout the walls of the 
school, even after Leyon was long gone. 


Leyon stood in silence at the roof terrace of his school. This was the only spot that calmed his 
senses: the cool afternoon breeze, the mildly hot sun shining above, and not a soul around to 
disturb his peace, as he was the only one bunking class at that time of day. He could take a 
nap, sing, do whatever he wanted without a care in the world because he knew the teachers 
were too busy minding their own classes and teaching the most talented, promising students 
in the school to notice someone like him. He had no parents, money, or background. Why 
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would anyone be interested in him? He was merely a loser about to be expelled soon, an 
unwanted weed growing in amongst the crops that would soon be eliminated. 


"You dare try to hurt me?! Call his parents! Wait, he doesn't have any parents." Leyon 
recalled the words Dustin had said to him earlier. He clenched his fists, biting his lips in 
anger. 


I don't have any parents. So what? Is it that surprising? Am I not allowed to be treated the 
same as everybody else just because I don't have any parents. It's not like I wanted for this 
to happen. I, more than anyone else, want my family back. Am I always wrong because I 
was brought up without one? That's not fair at all... 


"Damn it," he fumed, hitting the wall next to him. 


"I'm sorry, but you're not qualified for this job. Please leave." 


"We need a person who can communicate well with our customers. You're not fit for the 
job. Please leave." 


"How can we hire someone who can't even speak?!" 


"Please don't ever come looking for us again. Take your notebook and go. You can't even 
talk to customers and you're expecting us to hire you? Stop wasting our time." 


Hikari never thought coming to the city would make her life become this difficult. She had 
never expected people to be so mean and so different. She had been there for two days at 
most, trying to find a decent job to support herself, but finding a job, especially for a person 
like her, proved harder than finding a needle in a haystack. 


The places that were offering jobs said they didn't want to hire a person with disabilities. 
Hikari could not count the number of times she had been discourteously thrown out of those 
places. She had looked for all kinds of jobs, ranging from being a waitress to a cashier in a 
grocery store to a dishwasher, yet there was not a single place that wanted to hire her. 


Hikari was starting to see the world from a new perspective. She learnt a lot of things after 
coming here. People in this world only cared about those who they perceived as normal. In a 
society where rules were made up by the people themselves, one should fit a certain criteria, 
to be recognised as normal. Any form of differences found to break or disrupt these norms 
were scowled upon. Society was quick to judge those who were different from the rest: those 
people with disabilities who do not fit into those rules they so painstakingly invented. 


People like her weren't considered as human here. 


How she wished she could go back to her village where people were actually good and helpful 
and treated her kindly, unlike this city where people were all vile and selfish and didn't care 
about anybody but themselves. How she wished she could go back home, let her body sink 
comfortably into the soft mattress of her bed and lay cooped up under the warm confines of 
her blanket. But she couldn't do that. She was homeless. 


Finding a hotel to stay in for a few days after she reached the city wasn't difficult. The little 
amount of money she had left from selling her house would suffice for the time being, but 
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Hikari knew she couldn't rely on that forever. She needed to find a job to support herself if 
she were to look for her mother. 


Hikari wandered into the park, admiring everything from the patches of the darkening blue 
sky visible through the large tree leaves to the spring flowers adorning the lush green open 
space. She was in the city's central park. The air was crisp and fresh, soothing her senses. 
Perhaps all she needed was a little fresh air to clear the cobwebs in her mind. 


Seeing the children playing here and there made her smile. How carefree and joyful they 
looked, and the smile on those faces, so innocent and pure. She could see couples walking in 
the park hand in hand, and groups of families coming out for an evening stroll. The 
atmosphere felt so lively and cheerful with all those people around. So why? Why then was 
she feeling so lonely? 


Then suddenly, everyone was gone. The trees, the flowers, everything was there, but where 
had the people gone? Why was she standing there all alone? The whole place became so quiet 
and colourless. Hikari seemed to have realised what was wrong. No matter how lively or 
crowded the outside world was, she was lonely inside. Deep within her heart, there was a 
void that couldn't be filled. She was all alone in this world. 


Her footsteps became heavy as she strolled aimlessly down the path, eyes cast downwards, 
absentmindedly observing the brown-coloured brick stone tiles that layered the pathway she 
was taking. Somehow, it led her to a huge tree in the middle of the park. It was the first time 
Hikari was seeing such a tree in real life. She had only seen pictures of it in books. 


Like a dream, it stood a few meters ahead — the magnificent wisteria tree. Hikari, suitably 
awestruck, could only stare at the breathtakingly beautiful sight. Clusters of lilac-coloured 
flowers hung from the arching branches of the tree; it was thriving so effortlessly under its 
pale blue and violet tinged world. The enticing fragrance seemed to be calling for her to come 
and bask in its luxury. So she ran towards it, dying to take shade under this magical looking 
tree. 


Her joy was short-lived, however, when night-time approached. The atmosphere suddenly 
became very chill. A gust of cold night air touched her skin, and all the pain and loneliness 
she'd suffered the past few days hit her like a raging tempest, shaking her to the very core. 
Soon her heart swelled with a sea of tears threatening to spill at any moment. 


When did the world become so dark and torturous? As Hikari sat in gloom, leaning against 
the bark of the tree, she gazed at the people around her, at the strangers who did not know or 
cared about her existence. Did she not have anybody to rely on in this world? 


Father is gone. Mother is not here. Am I really alone now? What is this overwhelming 
feeling of pain in my chest? Why did everybody leave me? 


All I wanted was to be loved... 
It hurts to be all alone... 


The tears came without warning. Her lower lip trembled as she finally let the warm liquid 
spill down her cheeks. She did not care if anybody saw her crying because she knew strangers 
would never come up to her and ask her what's wrong. It was not like she was begging to be 
heard or understood, but her mind was desperate. If only there was one person who could 
give her a hug that very moment, then she would be eternally grateful to that person. Maybe 
then she would gain the strength to carry on for one more day. 


"Hey?" came a voice from behind. 
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Hearing the deep male voice made Hikari stop crying almost immediately. At first, she 
thought the tree was talking to her, but later scolded herself for her stupidity. 


"Do you know? This is my favourite spot to take a rest when I'm feeling sleepy," the person 
said to her. "But you suddenly came and disturbed the peace here by sniffing so loud and 
crying like a child,” he added. 


Hikari felt extremely embarrassed at his words. Various thoughts ran through her head. Who 
was he? Since when had he been there? Before she came or after? How much did he see? She 
couldn't see the appearance of this unexpected intruder since he was sitting on the other side 
of the tree. Also, because she was too timid to turn around and steal a glance. 


Hikari could hear the soft murmur of grasses under his feet as she visualised him getting up 
from the ground. "I don't want to pry into your personal life..." And this person was still 
talking to her! Hikari screamed inside her head. 


What should I do? Should I run away? 


"... but," he continued, "if you think crying can fix everything, then just do it. Go ahead and 
cry all you want. But if you're crying for reasons that are out of your control, then you're just 
being stupid. Crying will never solve anything. Just get that." 


Hikari felt the blood rush to her heart with a thud. She swallowed hard. She couldn't have 
mistaken it. Those words, it couldn't be. The breath hitched in her throat as she swiftly spun 
around to catch the person on the other side of the tree. But to her utter disappointment, 
there was no one there, not even a shadow. 


Was I hallucinating? No. I don't think so. The voice sounded so familiar. But that person 
can't be... him, right? 
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Chapter 10: A World Full Of Sinners 


~ 


That nightmare felt so real I thought it was happening for real in some parallel universe 
where ‘another me' lived. 


If that was the case, then I wonder if the other me took his own life to ease the pain. 


The me in that dream was thinking, "Wouldn't this all end if I died?" as he looked at his 
wrist, wanting to drive a blade into those veins. 


Why did I wake up then? And why did I feel so relieved after knowing it was all but a 
dream? 


Why am I so afraid to die when I want to die so badly? 


Every night, I go to sleep and wish I'd never wake up. But, I always end up waking up the 
next morning. 


Ah, this must mean I'm not dead yet, right? 


Please, just hurry up and take me. 


KKOKK 


It was nearing noon already. Hikari had been walking for what felt like ages since the early 
morning. Yet she still hadn't had any luck in securing a single job. The situation wasn't much 
different from the previous day. 


Tired and hungry, she plopped down on the rusty iron bench by the side of the road. Taking 
off her black, worn-out shoes, she started massaging the soles of her feet. She could see 
blisters beginning to form under her toes. It was going to be a bit painful for her to walk now. 


Positive. Think positive, Hikari. You'll definitely find a job. Don't give up. She tried to 
motivate herself. Putting her shoes back on, she got up and started walking, ignoring the 
slight pain in her steps. Not long after, she reached a crowded district in some part of the 
city. The place seemed like a good spot for finding jobs. Is there some kind of big business 
growing here? It sure is crowded. 


Just then, someone lightly poked her from behind, snapping her back to reality. When she 
turned around, she was greeted by a kind-looking woman who seemed to be in her early 
thirties. 


"Hi miss, are you looking for a job?” she asked kindly. Hikari wanted to reply, but she 
couldn't. The woman looked unfazed and continued, "We're looking for pretty, young ladies 
who can serve our customers well. Are you up for the job?" 


Hikari frantically took out her pen and notebook, and hurriedly wrote, "Is it okay if I can't 
speak? I really need the job but I'ma mute. Am I still eligible?" 


The woman gave her an indifferent look that lasted a couple of seconds before smiling 
warmly at her. "Of course! There's no problem as long as you entertain them well. You just 
have to serve them food and drinks, that's all," the woman cheerfully said. 


Hikari felt joy at her words. This woman must be an angel. Hikari thanked the woman again 
and again. Hard work did pay off, after all. There will always be light at the end of the tunnel 
as long as you don't give up walking. Such true, wonderful words, thought Hikari, her smile 
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becoming wider and wider. Pretty, young ladies, she also said. So she thinks I'm pretty. 
Hikari inwardly squealed, feeling proud of herself. 


"Come with me. I'll show you what you need to do. Perhaps, we can start by changing your 
attire to something more appropriate." Saying this, the woman turned in the opposite 
direction and walked off with Hikari happily trailing behind like a cute lost and found puppy. 


"Come on. It won't be that bad. Let's go in. It'll be over before you know it," said the vile, 
disgusting man as he dragged her across the sidewalk, tightly gripping her hands. 


Hikari should've known not to trust a stranger that easily. When that woman said she had a 
job for her, Hikari was not expecting it to be a job of this kind. Becoming a hostess at a 
nightclub was not what she wanted. But the moment she stepped into that building, she 
knew it was too late to turn back. 


Hikari had thought she could somehow manage and complete the job for the night. Then she 
would go back to her lodging and never return to that place ever again. She didn't want the 
money; she didn't want anything as long as she could get out of that place unscathed, away 
from all those vulgar, perverted, horny men. 


Things had been going well at first — the serving, the welcoming of guests, and so on. She 
didn't have to talk at all. There were absolutely no issues until the guests, more like the 
customers, got drunk. One of them became quite fond of her, said it was the mysterious, 
quiet nature of hers that moved his heart. Hikari remembered feeling absolutely disgusted 
when she heard him say that. After all, he was a middle-aged man who had a family. That 
was what she had heard from the other hostesses in the nightclub. 


So there she was, getting dragged by her hand down the sidewalk at eleven o'clock in the 
night, wearing a revealing red mini dress with a pair of black high heels. That vile, disgusting 
man would spare zero effort in getting her inside the nearest love hotel, all the while holding 
the littlest regard for her condition. 


The strangers walking the streets looked at her, their expressions cold and uncaring. Their 
eyes clearly said the situation was not something new to them. It didn't take long for her to 
realise why people were behaving in that manner, why they were not helping her. It was 
because this district, whatever its name was, was made only for the sole purpose of eliciting 
such kinds of corrupted acts and businesses. Nobody would rescue her now. She was already 
in a very dangerous territory. 


"Let's go in. We'll have more privacy there," said the man, walking up the steps, leading to 
the hotel. 


Hikari resisted, pulling against the man. She wanted to run away. If only she could get free, 
she wished. Suddenly, an idea sprung in her head. Hikari tried to bite his hand off, but he 
was no fool. For an ugly old man, his reflexes were pretty quick. 


"Feisty, are we? I'm curious to see how well you'll do in bed. You're turning me on. Come on. 
Quick. Let's go in," the man teased her, vigorously pulling her by the hand, and finally 
succeeding in hauling her up the steps. 
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Someone? anyone? God? Please, save me, Hikari cried in her mind as the man forcibly 
dragged her inside the hotel. 


Before she knew it, she was on the second floor. The man couldn't contain his excitement as 
he fumbled with the keys, trying to open the room as fast as possible. "We've come this far. 
You should give me a good time. Besides, you were silent the whole time. So that means yes, 
right? You want this as much as I want it." He laughed. 


"Wrong! I don't want this. Just let me go!" Hikari screamed at him. 


"What are you even trying to say? I can't hear you. Say it louder, on the bed, okay?” He 
ignored her. 


The door opened with a click and the man entered the room, pulling her inside, and then 
locking it. She was thrown harshly on the bed before the man forced himself on top of her 
like a hungry barbarian. Tears pricked her eyes at the thought of what was about to happen 
to her. She felt scared, knowing full well what the outcome would turn out to be. Was this her 
fate? Was there no way of escaping from the clutches of this bloodthirsty monster? 


“Aww, don’t cry, pretty girl,” the man consoled her in the most sickening way that made her 
stomach churn. He then slowly started undoing the buttons on his shirt, one by one. “It will 
all be over before you know it," he sing-songed and Hikari suddenly felt an overwhelming 
urge to vomit on his face. 


She watched in horror as he threw his shirt carelessly on the floor. This person was a swine 
without his clothing. That much was certain to Hikari. She continued to watch as his hands 
then travelled to his pants and undid his belt. "It feels so good to be free from the binding." 
He sighed. 


Hikari could see what was coming next. Her mind screamed inside. She needed to do 
something fast. So when the man was about to take off his pants, Hikari forcefully kicked 
him off the bed, causing him to crash painfully on the floor. 


"Fuck. It's bleeding!" he exclaimed, getting up angrily. He seemed to have hurt his nose from 
the fall. "You bitch! You will pay," he shouted as he charged at her. 


Hikari shut her eyes tightly, bracing for impact. And that was when she heard it, a loud bang 
on the door of the room she was in. Another bang and the door was ripped off its hinges. It 
smashed to the floor with a thunderous sound, then a tall figure walked in. 


"W-Who are you?" The man stuttered, quickly getting off the bed and turning to the intruder 
who had entered the room. 


"Me? I'm the Grim Reaper who's going to send you to hell.” 


30 minutes prior... 


"I think I lost them. Hopeless idiots," Leyon muttered under his breath, coming out from a 
dark, narrow passageway in the area. Putting his hands in his pockets, he began to roam the 
streets aimlessly. 


"Let's go in. We'll have more privacy there." 


Hearing the disturbing voice, Leyon turned to see where the sound was coming from. A few 
distances ahead, he saw an ugly old man trying to force a young girl inside a love hotel. The 
poor girl was resisting with all her might, even trying to bite the man's hand. 
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"Feisty, are we? I'm curious to see how well you'll do in bed. You're turning me on. Come 
on. Quick. Let's go in." 


Leyon halted in his tracks and silently watched them from the sidewalk. He wasn’t trying to 
eavesdrop on their conversation, but he couldn’t bring himself to walk away either. Should 
he help the girl? The thought crossed his mind for a brief second before he quickly shrugged 
it off. It was not his problem. This was the Red-Light district, and judging from the way the 
girl was dressed and the heavy make-up on her face, she was most likely a worker from here. 
After all, this was a dwelling place for sick people like them, and he didn't want to involve 
himself with it. 


Only when the girl was ruthlessly pulled into the love hotel did Leyon start to walk again. 
However, right when he was about to pass the same building, he stopped once more. 


That girl... she was crying. Guilt tugged at his heart. That girl looked terrified. It was as if 
she wanted to escape from that man. Leyon turned his head and glared at the entrance of the 
building. "I'm an idiot," he muttered before he dashed towards the entrance. 


"Me? I'm the Grim Reaper who's going to send you to hell," Leyon answered coldly. 


Before the man could retort, Leyon punched him square in the face, followed by an explosive 
kick up his nether region. That kick alone knocked the wind out of the man's lungs. He 
groaned in agony, his body twisting and turning on the floor, tightly clutching his prized 
jewels. 


"Hey, let's go." Leyon turned to the girl, extending his hand to her. 


Hikari looked at him, amazed. The striking resemblance was unmistakable. This person 
was... 


"Come on, get up,” he said to her again, this time raising his tone a bit. 


Hikari slowly lifted her hand and touched his extended fingers, not sure if he was actually 
real or just a figment of her imagination. But to her surprise, he immediately grasped her 
hand and pulled her body from the bed. 


No. This isn't real. This must be a dream. Hikari was too lost in her thoughts to even realise 
that she was running down the hallways, hand in hand with an unknown stranger who 
looked a lot like the childhood friend in her memories. What was happening? How did the 
situation become like this? There were many questions popping up inside her mind. 


While running down the stairs in her absent-minded state, Hikari twisted her right ankle on 
the very last step and tumbled to the ground. Looking at her swelling ankle, Hikari bitterly 
realised she should've taken off her heels when she had the chance. Now she couldn't get up 
at all. 


"Are you okay?" Leyon asked, turning back to check up on the girl. "Can you get up?" he 
asked again, crouching down to match her height from the ground. 


The girl gave no response. Taking off the large jacket he was wearing, Leyon covered the girl 
with it and turned his back on her. 


"Wear this and get on," he ordered. 


Hikari hesitated for a bit before finally getting on his back. He hoisted her up like a small 
baby and stood up, carrying her out of the hotel. 
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Weird stares from strangers greeted them when they both came out of the place. Hikari 
could hear the guy curse under his breath. "Great. Now people think we did something there 
and came out," she heard him say and blushed from embarrassment. 


I'm sorry. It's my fault. The words burned at her throat, but she knew they would never 
reach his ears even if she were to speak. 


After going around for more than five minutes, they somehow reached the busy streets. 
Finally, they were out of the Red-Light district. 


"You should go home now," said Leyon, putting her down gently on the pavement. The girl 
gave him a dazed look, not saying a word. An uncomfortable silence lingered in the air. "Hey, 
can you hear me?" he tried again. 


The more Hikari looked at the guy, the more she believed he was none other than her 
childhood friend. 


Could this person really be Leyon? To Hikari, who had his appearance engraved into the 
back of her memory like a brilliantly captured photograph, the resemblance was hard not to 
notice. He still had that fair, almost pale white complexion. Those deep, ocean blue eyes of 
his did not change one bit. His dark black hair had become longer; it was tied into a neat bun 
at the top with the hair at the sides flowing freely. His childish features had been thoroughly 
remodelled with light strokes of masculinity. He had that appearance that could make him 
stand out in a crowd. 


Hikari felt so small under his gaze. Though she was of average height and wearing five-inch 
heels at the moment, he was still a head taller than her. 


In the midst of the busy street and the flickering city lights, they both stood there, gazing at 
each other's eyes for what seemed like an eternity before Leyon finally broke the silence. 


"I think you should call a friend to pick you up or something," Leyon said, tearing his gaze 
away from her. "You can take the jacket. I won't need it anymore," he added. After bidding 
her farewell, he turned to leave but was stopped by a hand tugging at the back of his T-shirt. 


Apparently, this girl was very weird, thought Leyon. He threw a casual glance over his 
shoulder, wondering what the girl was up to. She let go of his shirt and looked up at him 
expectantly, without uttering a word. 


"You don't have anyone else to call, do you?" he guessed, earning a quiet nod from the girl. 
"Do you want me to take you home?" 


Hikari shook her head. She didn't want to be alone after that traumatizing experience. 
Besides, she didn't have anything with her at the moment. She had left her bag in the 
nightclub — the place she vowed she'd never return to. The only solution was for her to get 
back to the hotel she was temporarily staying in, but she didn't want to go there now, not 
after meeting him. 


Leyon was getting frustrated. What exactly did this girl want? 


It was already very late and all he wanted to do was go back to his apartment and sleep, but 
he was stuck with this girl who looked like a walking corpse in the night. A breathy sigh 
escaped his lips before he finally decided. "Just for tonight, I'll take you to my place. Is that 
okay?" he said, and watched as the girl slowly nodded her head in response. 


Looks like I'm taking a stray cat home with me tonight. 
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Chapter Ll: Bringing Home A Stray Cat 


"Get in," said Leyon, opening the door to his apartment. 


Hikari slowly limped inside barefoot, holding her pair of heels in one hand. She then heard a 
soft click from behind as the door was closed. The light from the bulb flickered at least two 
times before the room was fully illuminated. Hikari scoured the room with her eyes, studying 
every detail she could possibly find. It didn't turn out to be either an extravagant room or an 
ordinary apartment room like she had expected. To think a person could survive living in a 
cramped place like this was beyond her level of comprehension. 


The room was extremely tiny. The bedroom, the kitchen, the bathroom, as well as the living 
room were typically combined into a single space. On top of that, it was horrifyingly messy. 
The guy probably didn't care anything about hygiene. Was this person really Leyon? 


There were clothes strewn all over the floor and on the bed. The room didn't even have any 
space for a chair. What seemed to be his school books were all jammed into a wooden shelf 
that also had clothes hanging all over it. A person had to squeeze in to get between the bed 
and the wardrobe. Unwashed dishes, empty cups of instant noodles, and other packets of 
junk food were scattered on top of the kitchen counter. The dustbin was overflowing; it 
looked like the trash hadn't been taken out in ages. The room was slowly turning into a 
breeding ground for insects and other harmful bacteria. 


Hikari almost wanted to gag at the awful scent that was lingering in the air. The smell of wet 
clothes mixed with the dirty ones gave off an intense odour that would make anyone entering 
that room run away at the drop of a hat. But Hikari was different. Living with her alcoholic 
father for more than seventeen years had taught her a lesson or two about these things, so 
she wasn't at all intimidated by the horrible condition of his room. Instead, she felt sympathy 
for him. All those years, it seemed he had nobody to take care of him, nobody to rely on. 


"Hey? Do you regret coming here? Want to go back?" Hikari heard him ask. 


She immediately turned to look at him, and their eyes locked. Those eyes of his, they were so 
distant. Hikari then noticed something she hadn't noticed before. Because of the bright light 
illuminating the room, she could see it even more clearly as she looked at him. There, 
running down the left side of his temple, was a faint scar. There was no doubt about it. He 
must've gotten that scar from his encounter with her father back in the past. There was no 
way she could be wrong. But then, why was it that he looked so identical, yet so different 
from the Leyon in the past? Could she have mistaken him after all? 


This person, no matter how many times she looked at him, reminded her of Leyon but that 
cold, inexpressive gaze he held, looked and felt so different from her Leyon, who always used 
to smile whenever he saw her in the past. She did not recognise this person at all. 
Nevertheless, she was not going to give up, not until she fully confirmed his identity, not 
until she proved he was not the Leyon she was searching for. 


Giving him a warm smile, she tore her gaze away from him and stepped further inside, 
coming to the centre of his room. With the heels out of the way, her feet felt a lot lighter. 
Walking was a little difficult for her, but she was grateful that her ankle wasn't broken. 


"Wait... Have we met before?" 


Hikari stood frozen on the spot, hearing him say those words. Her heart beat rapidly inside 
her chest, and she fought back her thoughts from running wild. Was he Leyon? Did he 
recognise her? Did he remember her? 


"Nevermind. It must be my imagination. Anyway, suit yourself," Hikari heard him say and 
her heart immediately dropped. She went and settled down on the floor at the small coffee 
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table beside his bed. Right after she sat down, she heard a loud, growling sound coming from 
her stomach. 


"Are you hungry?" Leyon asked and Hikari immediately hid her face in shame. "I don't have 
anything good to offer you, but there might be some instant noodles in the kitchen. I'll go 
heat up the water for you." 


Hikari watched him enter the kitchen. After all that time, why now? She scolded her 
stomach. It was true she hadn't eaten anything for the entire half of the day, so it was only 
natural for her body to give out such embarrassing signals now. But right in the presence of 
the person who she thought was Leyon, or rather some heroic stranger who had saved her? 
That was mortifying. 


"You can go wash up in the bathroom. And I don't have any clean clothes to give you, so just 
wear whatever you're wearing," Hikari heard him shout from inside the kitchen. 


It wouldn't be too bad to freshen up a bit though, thought Hikari, getting up to go to the 
bathroom. As for her clothes, there was nothing she could do. Even if he offered her some for 
the night, she was ready to politely decline. His extra-large jacket that was partly hanging on 
her shoulders was more than enough to get her through the night. 


Hikari opened the room to his bathroom and switched on the light. Fortunately, the 
bathroom wasn't as messy as his main room. There was even a clean towel inside. Perhaps he 
wasn't that much of a dirty person like she thought he was. Maybe she was asking for too 
much. After all, he was the one who had saved her from an unimaginable fate. She should be 
thankful to him instead of complaining about his horrible living condition. Moreover, it felt 
like he was the only person taking care of her after she came to this horrible city. Whether he 
was Leyon or not was not the main issue right now. He was a good person. That much was 
certain. 


"How's your ankle?" Leyon asked, seeing Hikari come out from the bathroom. "The noodles 
will get soggy if they become cold." What a weird girl... Why doesn't she say anything? 


Leyon watched Hikari settle down opposite him at the coffee table. She was still wearing his 
jacket. At least, it was much better than that revealing potato sack she was currently wearing 
underneath. Now that she removed her make-up, she finally looked like a human. A long- 
haired, small-statured girl with childish features — girls like her weren't uncommon in the 
city. Maybe she was just as old as him, too. Wait, why am I curious about that? She's a mere 
stranger I encountered on the street, nothing more, nothing less. And she'll be gone by 
tomorrow. 


Leyon watched as the object of his attention slowly extended her hands and took the cup of 
noodles. Leyon could sense the hesitation in her eyes as he watched her. Why isn't she 
eating? Then realisation dawned on him. 


"Right. I'll get you some ice... for your foot," said Leyon, looking down at her feet and then 
getting up. 


Did he sense that I was uncomfortable eating in front of him? Hikari thought, turning to 
look at Leyon, who was trying to get her ice from the mini-fridge back in his kitchen. He's a 
really considerate person. 


"Here's the icepack. Apply it for ten minutes. The injury doesn't seem too severe. You'll be 
able to walk without feeling pain tomorrow," said Leyon, dropping the bag of ice on the table 
without looking at Hikari. 
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Hikari smiled up at him to show her thanks, but he didn't seem to be looking at her. She 
slowly put her head down, disappointed. 


Would it be too sudden if I asked him his name? Would he tell me if I asked?... But, I need to 
know. Hikari thought in her head. Her eyes then frantically started searching for a nearby 
pen and paper to write down her questions. But unfortunately, she wasn't able to find any. 
The room was too messy for her to identify what was what at the moment. I guess I should 
just ask him later. 


"I want to sleep now. After you're done with everything, turn off the lights,” said Leyon, 
going to his wardrobe. Then taking out a large blanket from there, he carelessly threw it on 
the floor next to Hikari. "You can use this to sleep on the floor. I'm not giving you my bed." 


That blanket would be more than enough for Hikari. She was more than pleased at his 
hospitality. He was kind enough to lend her a large blanket that was supposed to be used in 
the winters, but it would work well as a temporary mattress for now, since it was summer- 
time. 


"I'm going to bed," said Leyon, climbing onto his bed. "Don't forget to turn off the lights, 
okay? I don't want to raise the power bill," he added, settling down on the bed. He then 
pulled up the covers to his chest and turned away from Hikari. 


Hikari could only watch him in silence from the back. Just by looking at the rhythmic rise 
and fall of his body from his breathing was enough to fill her mind with a sense of 
reassurance. He was a person she could trust. Although he seemed cold and uncaring on the 
outside, he treated her with respect. He might not have noticed it himself, but he was already 
showing a lot through his actions. 


Hikari inwardly smiled at herself. Just what kind of person are you?... Leyon? 


It was nine o'clock in the morning when Hikari woke up. Looking at the wall clock in the 
room, and realising how late it was, she immediately jumped up in alarm; she had never 
woken up this late before. She quickly glanced over to the side to look at the bed, but it was 
empty. 


Where did Leyo- he go? He was nowhere to be seen. Hikari felt her heart sink when she 
could not find him anywhere in the room. And here I thought of making him a nice 
breakfast to thank him for saving me. She sulked in disappointment. 


Getting up, Hikari neatly rolled the large blanket and kept it at the side. She planted a few 
steps into the room before she stopped, a look of sheer astonishment crossing her features. 
Just like the guy had predicted the previous night, her foot wasn't hurting that much when 
she walked. There was still a slight pain when she tried to put more force into it, but other 
than that, everything seemed to be fine. Even the swelling had reduced drastically. Smiling at 
that, Hikari began to explore the tiny place, searching for any clues she could possibly find 
about the guy. 


What's that sticking on that door? Hikari went to take a closer look at it. Pasted on top of the 
door to his room was a small sticky note that read: 
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"I left the key on the table. Lock the door when you go out and put the key under the 
doormat that's outside the room." 


Was this guy for real? Hikari screamed inside her head. Who keeps their key under a 
doormat? Wait. Who in their right mind trusts a stranger with his room key in the first 
place? Wasn't I just a stranger to him? 


The more Hikari thought about it, the more she couldn't bring herself to explain what was 
going on inside that guy's mind. But then she realised this was a golden chance for her to do 
a thorough background check on him. If she could just snoop around here and there for a 
good five to ten minutes, she might just find the answer she was looking for. First, she could 
start from those disordered pile of books on that wooden shelf. 


Names, names, names — Hikari was searching for his name but she was having a hard time 
doing so. Considering how tall that guy was, his bookshelf was also installed at the same 
height as him, which made it a little difficult for Hikari to reach, but she would not give up. 


Ugh, how frustrating. How can he not write his name on any of his books? What if someone 
steals it? Hikari thought. Her hands were very busy rummaging through the shelf to find a 
book that had his name written on it. Speaking of stealing, was he not scared that I might 
steal all his money and run away? I can't believe he left his apartment to a mere stranger. 
He shouldn't be trusting me like this. She giggled to herself. But then again, what valuable 
things can I steal from a poor guy like him- 


Her train of thought was interrupted when a giant textbook fell on top of her head, knocking 
her to the floor. She pouted, rubbing her aching head and then getting up. Serves me right 
for badmouthing my saviour behind his back. Hikari, you're so ungrateful. 


Feeling shameful, she bent down to pick up the fallen textbook. But what she saw on the very 
front cover of the textbook made her stop dead in her tracks. The words almost knocked the 
wind out of her. For a moment, she had to make sure she was properly breathing. She could 
feel her heart pounding hard inside her chest. Because... 


Written in blank ink and in neat cursive writing on top of the cover was the name: Leyon K. 


When Leyon came back to his apartment that evening, he found his room insanely clean and 
tidy. His dirty clothes that had been lying around the place had been thoroughly washed, 
including his jacket the girl had worn overnight, and were currently being dried out on the 
balcony. The bed was perfectly made; the kitchen was spotless; the floor looked like it had 
been swept and mopped; the trash had been taken out, too. He did not come across even a 
single speck of dust inside the place. 


The stray cat seemed to have left though, after transforming his room from a pigsty to a 
clean, cosy home. 


What's up with that girl? Is she a maid? 


It was only when he approached the bed to change his clothes that he spotted a soft drink on 
top of the table with a sticky note attached to it. 


"Thank you." 
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Chapter 12: You Will Never Know 


Hikari skilfully hid herself and watched Leyon step out of his apartment complex. She had 
been secretly stalking him for three complete days. She even memorized his schedule, 
starting from when he would leave to when he would come back. That same day, she 
hesitated to meet with him again. She didn't know how to approach him. 


She had finally found her Leyon. But now what? What was she supposed to do now? Leyon 
didn't seem to remember her. He thought of her as a stranger. How was she going to 
confront him? If she ran up to him and told him she was Hikari, what would be his reaction? 
What would he say to her? It had been ages since they last saw each other. Would it be too 
strange? Would he perhaps blame her for everything that happened in the past? After all, she 
did owe him an apology. 


Ah, my head is about to burst! I can't think anymore. 


An hour later, Hikari found herself standing before the door leading to Leyon's room, 
hesitating. It had taken her a lot of confidence to get to where she was now. But the moment 
she reached there, what crossed her mind was instant regret. She felt like a thief, trespassing 
the place when the owner was away. It would have been better if she waited for him to 
return, so she could try introducing herself to him. She heaved a sigh, suddenly feeling the 
urge to beat herself for being too impatient, but then gave up when she realized she had been 
waiting for three whole days, trying to gather up the strength to face him. 


Her head was burning, and her thoughts were a mess. She didn't know what to do anymore. 
Hikari leaned against the door, letting her body slide down slowly to the floor. Then she sat 
there, resting her head on her knees, deep in thought. 


Sounds of staggering footsteps could be heard coming from the dark corridors of the 
apartment floor. Hikari jolted wide awake and leapt to her feet. It took her a moment to take 
in her surroundings. It seemed she had fallen asleep while waiting for Leyon to return. Her 
attention was drawn to the approaching footsteps. Is it Leyon? Seconds later, Hikari heard 
the sound of objects dropping to the floor. She tried to reassure herself that those must have 
been some wooden objects strewn about the corridor. Because it was very dark, whoever was 
walking there most likely couldn't see clearly and fell, knocking down the objects in the 
process. It couldn't be a ghost, could it? 


Hikari heard a loud groan coming from the person who had fallen. A string of curses rolled 
off his mouth as he tried to get up. Hikari stiffened, her heart reeling into a frenzy at 

the sound of his voice. That was definitely Leyon's voice. The said person soon emerged from 
the shadows in a crouching position, with one of his hands tightly grasping his abdomen at 
the side. Hikari gasped in horror at the sight of him, her eyes widening. 


His face was covered with blood; his pants were partly torn and dirty. Leyon looked 
completely unrecognisable in that state. Hikari's mind went blank. What happened to him? 


Leyon's face contorted into a grimace of pain as his body began to sway back and forth in 
motion, his eyes struggling to stay awake at the same time. Without a second thought, Hikari 
rushed to his side, reaching there just in time to catch his unconscious body from hitting the 
hard ground. 


Hikari struggled to bring him into his room. It was extremely difficult considering the fact 
that his whole body weight was being forced on top of her thin shoulders as she tried her best 
to carry him inside, all the while ignoring the pain that was starting to accumulate on her 
injured foot. 
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Hikari entered the room with Leyon's unconscious body. She staggered to his bed, almost 
falling down while trying to reach there in a hurry. It was only when she tossed his body 
down on the bed that she released a breath she didn't know she had been holding the whole 
time. 


I can't believe he still placed his room key under the doormat, Hikari thought, recalling how 
she was able to get inside his room. Looking down on Leyon, who was lying motionless on 
his bed, she couldn't help but worry. She could tell he was badly injured. She didn't even 
know why he came back looking like that in the first place, but it looked like he had gotten 
into a fight. Just what kind of situation did he get himself into? 


Hikari didn't have the time to ponder upon the unanswered questions in her mind. Shaking 
off her annoying thoughts, she scurried off to the bathroom to get a washcloth and some 
water to clean his wounds. Blood-soaked bandages were found on the floor of his bathroom 
when she entered inside. The sight of them scared her, but she willed herself to take a deep 
breath and calm down. Pretending not to have seen the horrifying images of the bloody mess 
that was inside, she pulled the washcloth from the hanger and proceeded to fill a small 
plastic tub — one she found in the bathroom — with water. 


Running back to Leyon, she hurriedly soaked the washcloth in water. Then, wringing out the 
excess water, she dabbed the washcloth over his face. After clearing some of the blood on his 
skin, she was able to see how badly his face had been beaten up. His right eye was swollen; 
his face was more purple than white, and his cracked lips were stained with dried blood. 


Leyon winced in pain, slowly starting to regain consciousness at the feel of the cold water on 
his skin. He opened his eyes, but in his blurry vision, all he could see was a shadowy figure of 
a girl beside his bed. 


"You... Who are you?" Leyon asked, but the girl did not answer. Leyon wanted to stay awake 
longer so he could identify who that person was, but he couldn't fight off the overwhelming 
urge to sleep. He could feel his eyes getting heavier. He could feel his body becoming listless 
and deprived of strength. Finally giving up, he let the exhaustion consume his body and 
drifted off to sleep. 


Hikari felt relief wash over her when she saw Leyon regain consciousness, though it was for a 
short while. At one point, she had even thought he would never wake up, but now, she was 
completely assured that he was not going to die. 


Hikari sat in silence beside his bed, intently watching him. His face looked as calm as the 
serene waters of a lake when he was sleeping. And just by seeing that, her worry faded 
gradually. 


Pain blazed through his whole body when he woke up the next day. His mouth was dry and 
aching. He couldn't open the right side of his eye. But there was one thing he was sure of, and 
that was, he wasn't dead. Leyon tried to remember what had happened the previous night. 
The fights, the betting, the people, it was all very brutal and unpleasant. He felt nauseated at 
the thought. 


Leyon pushed his body off the bed, ignoring the stinging pain from his wounds. How did I 
get here? Didn't I pass out in the hallway? His mind suddenly reminded him. The sound of 
someone breathing snapped him out of his trance, and he immediately flicked his head to the 
side. She's the girl from before. 
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The said girl was currently asleep with her head down on his bed, and the lower half of her 
body sprawled on the ground. Leyon also spotted a bloody washcloth and a plastic tub 
containing water that had turned red; probably from his blood, he guessed. 


Why's she here? Did she take care of me last night?... But why? Leyon had a lot of burning 
questions inside his head. "Hey?" He nudged her awake. "Get up. Can you hear me?” 


What's going on? Hikari could feel someone constantly poking at her shoulders when she got 
up. Feeling annoyed, she raised her head and slowly looked up at the person. An instant jolt 
went up her heart as soon as she saw who it was. The droopiness from her eyes was instantly 
sucked out of her system when she noticed Leyon staring at her from above. His cold blue 
eyes looked like they were boring through her soul, and she couldn't help but cower and look 
away. Her body felt completely numb, and she didn't know whether it was from the 
abnormal sleeping position or because of his gaze. 


"Why are you here?" Hikari heard him ask, but she did not know how to answer him. "You're 
keeping silent again," he continued. "Leave it. I'll go wash up first and we'll talk," He said to 
her, giving her a piercing look. 


Hikari saw him wince in pain as he got up from the bed and started walking with his back 
turned away from her. She tore off her gaze and turned to his bed, proceeding to tidy up the 
crumpled sheets and the messy blanket. She had only been gone for some days, but his room 
was back to a pigsty again. 


Leyon walked around his room and grabbed his school bag. He then took out something 
from his pants pocket and put it in the bag, all of which went unnoticed by Hikari, who was 
busy making his bed. 


"This jacket is so uncomfortable," Leyon barked, catching Hikari's attention. He didn't even 
care that she was looking at him as he unzipped his jacket and threw it on the floor. Then, 
gripping the hem of his inner shirt, he rolled it up his torso and pulled it over his head. 


The sight of Leyon naked to his waist almost made Hikari stop breathing. She could feel the 
warmth of her blush as it crawled up her neck. Does he not care about the people in the 
room? She wanted to scream at him. But that ripped body of his — even though she was 
seeing it from the back — looked so perfect. Hikari agreed with herself. Leyon could 
definitely pass for a model. What am I thinking?! 


"Hey? How long will you keep staring?" Leyon interrupted, throwing an annoyed look at 
Hikari. 


Hikari quickly averted her eyes shyly, as if she had been caught doing the most shameful 
deed. She plopped down on the floor upon hearing the sound of the bathroom door closing. 
She heaved a sigh of relief, finally able to calm her racing heart. But that insanely striking 
image of a half-naked Leyon would remain stuck in her mind forever. 


Hikari replayed the scenes from earlier. She wasn't sure if she saw it right, but she had gotten 
a glimpse of it when Leyon turned to face her. It seemed Leyon had a tattoo resembling that 
of a flaming dragon on the left side of his chest. The deep black signature curved shapes and 
claws of the dragon tattoo spread over his shoulders, ending right below his biceps. 


Leyon has really changed. I can no longer see the boy from the past. It's as if I don't 
recognise him anymore... Just how much have I missed? 
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"Are you crazy? So you're telling me that you want to stay here? Wait. Live here with me?” 
Leyon hollered, looking at Hikari incredulously. Holding in his hand was a notebook that 
belonged to Hikari. She had written down the things she wanted to say to him on it. 


Hikari slightly flinched at his reaction. She knew Leyon would be completely thrown off by 
the idea, but it was something she wanted. 


Leyon sat like a king on his bed, holding the notebook in one hand and placing an ice pack on 
his right eye with the other. On the other hand, Hikari was on the floor, cowering under his 
gaze. 


"So your name is Hikari, and the reason you cannot speak is because you're mute. Alright, I 
understand that much, but why? Tell me why you want to live with me? Are you perhaps sick 
in the head?" Leyon demanded. He didn't like where this was going. It seemed the reason she 
came here was because she didn't have anywhere else to go and wanted him to take her in. 


Hikari took her notebook back from his hands and fiercely scribbled some words into it 
before handing it back to him. 


"I don't have any money now and I don't have anywhere else to go. You're the only person 
who's helped me when I came to this city. So please let me stay here for some time. I won't 
stay here for free. I will cook, clean, do the laundry. I'll be your maid, so please don't chase 
me out.” 


Gigantic veins popped up on one side of his temple after reading the words written in the 
notebook. 


"Does it make sense for a guy and a girl to live under the same roof, you idiotic female?" 
Leyon exclaimed angrily. "Before you decide to do something, use your brain and think for a 
bit." 


"I know it doesn't make sense, but I trust you," Hikari wrote back. 
"You need to get your head checked. Should I call the hospital for you?" 
Hikari only looked up at him with pleading eyes. 


"Look, just because I helped you once doesn't mean I am a good guy, period. Besides, what 
you're asking for right now is only possible in movies. This is the real world. No matter how 
troubled you are, it's still wrong to live together with a guy, especially with someone you 
barely know," Leyon reasoned with Hikari. 


"T already know that, but I have no options left. I really won't meddle in your business. You 
can just pretend I don't exist even when I'm here. Just treat me like air. I'm fine with that," 
wrote Hikari. 


"Girls like you really think this is no big deal. What am I expecting from someone who works 
at the nightclub?... I know it's none of my business, but you shouldn't work at places like 
that. If you're a girl, have some dignity for yourself," Leyon said to Hikari. 


Unknowingly, his words stabbed her like a knife. Hikari was sure of it. Leyon did not 
remember her at all. She knew the moment her name rolled off his tongue so easily that he 
had no clue of who she was. To him, she was nothing but a helpless hostess he encountered 
one night and saved out of pity. 


"I quit that job the night you saved me from that man," Hikari wrote in the notebook and 
gave it to Leyon. 
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Hikari didn't feel the need to fully explain her situation to him. It didn't matter what type of 
impression he had of her. She must stay by his side at all costs and help him in whatever way 
she could. 


"I see. You quit your job. So that's why you're homeless. You've done the right thing. But 
your request is still unreasonable. I won't allow you to stay here," Leyon contended. 


"Please... I have no one but you. Think of me as a maid." 


"Listen here." You unreasonable human being. "I don't know what's in that head of yours, 
maybe a donkey eating grass, but I'm dirt poor, okay? You can already guess from the way I 
live. So if you're looking for a sugar daddy or someone like that to live with and supply you 
money, I'm sorry I can't help you. Therefore, I absolutely cannot let you stay here." 


Hikari felt another stabbing pain in her chest. She looked down in shame. This was Leyon's 
impression of her. He looked at her as if she was merely a hostess who lived off of rich men 
by giving them specific services. 


"I helped you once and brought you here, but that was under different circumstances. You 
can't continue to stay with me like this," Hikari heard him say, but she dared not raise her 
head to face him, knowing she would start crying at the sight of him. "Look, I'm sorry..." 


Eh? Did I hear it wrong? Why's he apologising? 


"I'm sorry. I think I went overboard. Don't take the sugar daddy talk personally. I kind of felt 
irritated because I was suddenly reminded of how poor I am. I didn't mean to say that to you. 
If you were the kind of person who would go for money, then you wouldn't be trying to run 
away from that man when I saw you that day. The truth is, I don't know anything about you, 
so I shouldn't be judging too soon. I-" A hand was placed on his arm and he stopped 
speaking. 


Leyon looked down to see Hikari smiling brightly at him. 
"Now you're just making me feel bad." 
"Then let me live here," Hikari quickly wrote. 


"Do you know? You're a woman. In the future, you will get married to a man," Leyon said, his 
eyes softening. "He will be your husband and you'll start a family of your own and if one day, 
that man learns that you once lived together with a total stranger, how would he react? Does 
that not bother you?" Leyon questioned. 


But the only man for me is you, Leyon, Hikari said in her mind. If only all the men on this 
earth thought like you, how wonderful the world would be. I know for me to be living with 
aman is unreasonable right now, but Leyon, you're not just any man. You're Leyon. I 
know I'm being selfish, but this feeling of longing in my heart won't let me leave you. 
Because it's been ten years... It doesn't matter if you don't remember who I am. All I want is 
to stay by your side and look after you. That's why I will be stubborn. This selfish desire of 
mine, I will gladly embrace it. 


Hikari shook her head in response to Leyon's question, her smile never fading. After what 
seemed like a long time, Leyon finally sighed. 


"Fine... I lost. I will give you three days. Find a place to move out in three days." 
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Hikari beamed at Leyon. She suddenly felt the wild urge to stroke his hair just to confirm he 
was actually there. Her heart leapt with joy at the thought that she would be able to stay by 
his side and take care of him now. 


He told her she could stay for only three days, but she knew she was going to beg him again 
later to keep letting her stay with him, anyway. Leyon was such a nice person, after all. He 
wouldn't chase her out so easily. All she had to do now was to go back to the hotel and fetch 
all of her belongings from there. 


"But, would you mind telling me how you lost all your money and became homeless?" Leyon 
inquired, pulling her away from her happy thoughts. 


Seeing how hesitant Hikari was in telling him, Leyon decided to drop the topic by saying it 
didn’t interest him anymore. 


Five hours later... 

"Is this everything?" Leyon said, hauling Hikari's luggage into his room. 
Hikari nodded, entering inside. 

"I'm going to say this once, so listen carefully. Note it down." 

Hikari nodded twice, getting her pen and notebook ready. 


"I don't usually stay home all the time, so you're free to do whatever you want when I'm 
away. The apartment has a roof terrace so you can dry your washed clothes up there. And 
remember to be extremely, extremely quiet when I'm here. I can't cook, so don't ask me to 
feed you. There's only one bed, and that's mine. You sleep on the floor, or somewhere, I don't 
really care. And lastly, don't try to be friendly with me. Don't try to get to know me either. I 
hate people who pry. Did you get all that?" 


Hikari gave him a small thumbs-up, smiling weakly. 
"Good. Oh, and one more thing." 
There's more? 


Leyon slowly approached Hikari. He stopped right beside her and raised his hand, letting it 
dangle loosely on her shoulder before continuing, "Don't get close to me. You'll only get 
hurt." Then he left the room, leaving her shocked and disoriented. 
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Chapter 13: The Ring Of Chains 


"What do you want? Coming to the faculty room looking like that. And what happened to 
your face? Did you get into a fight again? How many times do I have to tell you not to bring 
any troubles to the school," Dustin raged, looking up at an unbothered Leyon from his desk. 


"I just fell off the stairs," Leyon replied in a bored tone. 


"Pathetic liar," Dustin seethed, glaring at Leyon. "The first period hasn't even begun and my 
mood is already spoiled by just looking at your face. Why are you even here?" 


"Here's the money for the fees," said Leyon, throwing a bundle of cash on top of Dustin's 
desk. "Hurry up and expel me now." 


"What are you talking about?” Dustin looked at Leyon, his expression angry and confused at 
the same time. "You've already paid your fees three days ago." 


"What? How can that be?” Leyon exclaimed. "I wasn't in school three days ago." 


"That's not important," Dustin cut him off. "Where did you get this huge amount of money? 
Did you steal it?" Dustin accused. 


"I didn't steal it. It's mine," Leyon defended. 
"That's quite suspicious." Dustin gave him a wary look, but dropped it the next minute. 
"Can you tell me who paid my fees?" 


Dustin heaved a long sigh. "Alright, I'll tell you. I received a letter with a lot of cash last 
Wednesday. It seems someone came to the school and handed the letter to the gatekeeper. 
That's how I got it anyway," Dustin said. "Could it be from your orphanage? It was written in 
the letter that the money was to pay off your fees for this semester. As for whether the sender 
was a man or a woman, I forgot to ask the gatekeeper." 


This teacher is so hopeless. Leyon scowled. It's obvious he just accepted the letter because 
there was money in it. So, of course, he wouldn't bother asking who sent it. "Can I see the 
letter?" 


"Sure, let me find it for you." Dustin rummaged through his desk, searching for the letter 
that was probably mixed up with all the other documents and files scattered across the desk. 
"Ah, here it is. Have a look," said Dustin, handing the letter to Leyon. 


Leyon quickly scanned the contents of the letter. "What is this? I never sent this." He 
frowned. Whoever sent the letter even wrote on the last line not to expel him and to let him 
continue his studies without any interruption. 


What is this extremely irritating situation? Who sent this stupid letter? Someone I know? 
The handwriting kind of looked familiar, as if he had seen it somewhere before, but he 
couldn't remember where. 


Leyon crushed the letter with his hand. No matter how much he racked his brains to find out 
who the unidentified person was, nobody came to mind. Either this was all some stupid 
illusion, or the teacher was doing a prank on him. He refused to believe it. 


"Since it's like this, I believe you should figure it out yourself. Considering the fact that the 
sender even begged not to get you expelled, I'll be generous just this one time. I won't trouble 
the principal with your issue. What I mean is that the school will not expel you," said Dustin. 


"Don't decide everything for me. That's not what I want." Leyon slightly raised his voice, 
catching the attention of the other teachers in the faculty room. 
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"Mind your manners." Dustin threw a large textbook at Leyon, hitting him square on his 
forehead. "Who are you to question the decisions I make?" Dustin shouted at him. 


"You're not even the Principal," Leyon shot back. 
"Shut up, you imbecile. You-" 
"What's going on here?" The faculty door slid open as a new person entered the room. 


"P-Prin-Principal!" Dustin stuttered, immediately getting up from his seat. Every teacher in 
the room followed suit. 


"Is this the rebellious kid everyone is talking about? Leyon? Is there any problem?" asked the 
fifty-year-old Principal, giving him a small smile. 


"Y-Yes. This kid keeps talking about getting expelled. So I was just trying to teach him a few 
things, sir," Dustin replied to the Principal. 


"Ah, I see. Leyon?" the Principal turned to him. "Actually, about you getting expelled. I've 
thought about it and, well, I'm willing to give you a chance. Will you take it?" he said in a 
calm, professional tone. "I'm well aware that you are not a bad student, and I don't wish to 
expel you. What do you say?" 


"Hey, Leyon, hurry up and answer the Principal. What's making you quiet now? Weren't you 
so bold with me before?” Dustin barked. 


Leyon clenched his fists and kept silent, not knowing what to say. The Principal was giving 
him a chance, but he didn't know what to do. His mind was blank. Thinking of the unknown 
person who sent the letter and paid his fees, the Principal's interference, all these unnatural 
turns of events made him all the more confused. Did he really want to get expelled? He didn't 
need to go to college. For someone like him, there was no point. So what if he was a high 
school dropout? Who would care? 


"Leyon?" the Principal spoke again, snapping him out of his reverie. "Take your time to think 
clearly about what you really want. I'm waiting to hear good news from you.” 


Leyon kept his head down, unable to look up to the Principal. 


"What a shy kid." The Principal laughed, and everybody's jaw except Leyon's dropped to the 
floor. The most notorious kid, the most awful, number one troublemaker of the school, was 

called a shy kid by the Principal. The teachers could not believe what they were hearing. "Is 

there anything else I must know about this student?" the Principal continued to ask. 


"Well... yes! Yes, there is! I remember now. This boy drew graffiti on the walls of our school. 
It's literally everywhere. Such kind of behaviour is absolutely unacceptable," Dustin roared. 


"Graffiti? Oh, so it was done by him? Why did you do that, Leyon?" the Principal questioned 
him. 


"Explain yourself!" Dustin shouted, making Leyon flinch. 


"The school looks so depressing. I wanted to put some colour to it," Leyon muttered under 
his breath. 


"You do have a point there," the Principal agreed with him. Dustin widened his eyes in 
disbelief and stood there, speechless. "I'm so proud that our school has many promising 
students like Leyon. He's very talented. Don't you think so, teachers?" the Principal 
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exclaimed proudly. An awkward silence lingered in the air before a new teacher decided to 
speak. 


"It's true. His graffiti works are commendable. He could be a great artist, but doing 
something like that in school is a bit..," commented a lady teacher from the back who Leyon 
identified as his biology teacher. 


"I was also thinking the same thing, Miss Delilah. You are right. His works are indeed 
commendable but doing that in school goes against the rules," said the Principal. "I believe a 
punishment is in order." 


Leyon saw Dustin's eyes immediately light up at the Principal's words. There was no 
escaping from it now. Now that the Principal got involved, it would be hard for him to get 
free. He had always rebelled against his teachers because he had a reason to, but the 
Principal was different. Could he really go up against the Principal? 


He was a newly appointed Principal who had taken over the school just three years ago. He 
was different from the old, corrupted Principal in Leyon's memory. Leyon didn't know 
anything about this new Principal or what kind of person he was. Whatever the case, Leyon 
decided it was probably a good idea not to do anything reckless for the time being. 


"Leyon, your first task will be to clean off all the graffiti on the school walls. You can take 
your classes off for the day. But don't think this is the end of your punishment. I shall decide 
your next punishment after you complete your first task. In the mean time, I want you to 
think carefully about what I've told you before. Do you understand?" the Principal 
concluded. 


Leyon obediently nodded his head, unable to defy the Principal's orders. 


"Good. I'm expecting good news." Having said that, the Principal walked out the door, 
almost bumping into Nolan on the way out. 


"Principal, good morning," greeted Nolan. 


"Oh, sir Nolan. You're right on time. You see that student," the Principal said, pointing his 
finger to Leyon. "Watch over him," he instructed, "and before I go, there's something I'd like 
to say to you all." The Principal turned around and cleared his throat. "Teachers, don't forget 
that when a student fails in his studies, it's because the teacher has failed in his or her 
teaching. It is your job as a teacher to guide them, not turn a blind eye to it." Everybody 
gulped at the Principal's words. "Making sure the student does not stray on the wrong path is 
your job. That's why you are called teachers, is it not? Please keep that in mind," he finished 
and left the room. 


"Ridiculous. All that unnecessary talk just because of you," Dustin said seconds after he was 
sure the Principal was gone. 


"Calm down, sir. Don't get agitated. By the way, what happened when I wasn't here?" Nolan 
said to Dustin and then turned to look at the awkward faces of the other teachers in the 
room. 


"T'll take my leave now," Leyon interrupted them and ran out the door. 
"Hey! Let me finish!" 


Dustin's voice reverberated through the school's hallways, but Leyon didn't pay any 
attention. He ran and ran, tightly clutching the crumpled letter in his hand. He didn't have a 
destination in mind as he kept running. He hated that feeling inside his chest. After 
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everything he'd been through, he didn't want to feel hope again, just because someone said 
something that made him feel like he was worthy again. That Principal was lying. He didn't 
mean any of what he said. He only wanted the students to idolize him. He was just acting like 
he cared for them. He's a good actor. That must be it. 


As the sunset dipped below the horizon, the wind had dropped. Wearing the bag on one 
shoulder and letting it hang at the side, Leyon walked back from his school; his mind was 
still deep in thought. It had taken him the entire day to clean the graffiti off of the walls. If it 
weren't for his teacher Nolan coming to check up on him at the last minute before school 
ended, he would've passed out on the school grounds without anyone noticing. 


Leyon had felt it was quite strange for Nolan to seek him out, but he later realised it was to 
return the bundle of cash he had left at Dustin's desk that morning. 


"This isn't necessary anymore because someone has already paid for you. Go and have a 
talk with that person if you're feeling uncomfortable about it," Nolan had told Leyon and 
handed his money back to him. But the problem Nolan didn't know was that Leyon also had 
no idea who had paid his school fees. 


Why is it so complicated? My head hurts... All Leyon wanted to do now was to go back 
home, take a hot shower and crash on his bed. That stray cat will be there too. He suddenly 
remembered Hikari. If she doesn't leave by today, I'm going to kick her out. Everything is so 
troublesome. Leyon ran a hand through his hair, feeling frustrated. 


Staring up at the setting sun, all Leyon could think about was his poor, miserable life. What 
should I do with this money now? Leyon thought to himself. His mind then drifted off to the 
events that had happened exactly three days ago. He was beginning to regret ever going to 
that place. 


3 days ago... 


"Look who's here today. Everyone, it's K. The lion's here!" a random person shouted from 
above and around five hundred people in the room turned their heads towards Leyon. They 
began chattering without stopping after seeing him, the accompanying noises from the 
crowds greatly disturbing his ears. 


The underground beneath the three-storeyed building was a secret ground for battle. It was a 
huge den, a place where competitors fought like animals and released their aggression — a 
secret fight club. The atmosphere inside was always loud and full of testosterone-driven 
teenage boys. In the middle of the ground area was a circular ring, encased by a single line of 
heavy steel chains connected to six metal supports, placed two meters apart. Leyon could see 
hoards of people gathering in a circle, watching an ongoing fight. 


Shouting angrily and both refusing to back down, the two fighters in the ring continued to 
punch and kick each other until one of them was beaten into submission and fell to the 
ground unconscious. The crowd cheered for the winner. Lots of money changed hands in the 
form of bets during the process. Leyon was there for the same reason: money. 


"Hey, K," came a voice from behind him. 
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"Ray," Leyon acknowledged, facing him. Ray was an acquaintance of his. Leyon looked up 
and down at Ray, taking note of the many tattoos he had over his arms and body. Ray was 
also a tattoo artist. He was the same person who gave Leyon his first tattoo. Leyon had met 
him three years ago when he first joined the club. 


"Look, look, I dyed my hair red. It's cool, isn't it?" Ray grinned at Leyon, his green eyes 
shining like a kid. "And you're ignoring me. Anyway, what brings you to the Dragon's lair? I 
thought you quit coming to this place," said Ray. 


"Isn't it obvious? Money," replied Leyon. 
"So betting or fighting?” 


"Of course, I came to fight," Leyon replied dully, walking forward. Ray tailed behind him 
excitedly. 


"Alright. Leave it up to me. Hey everyone! K's here. Who's ready for a fight?” he shouted, 
earning another round of loud chatters from the crowd. 


"K!" a new voice shouted and everybody glanced up at the dragon's chamber — an 
intermediate floor enclosed by a metal railing that stood eight feet above the large open 
space. 


"Shit. I forgot to tell you the dragon king was here," Ray whispered to Leyon. The dragon 
king was the leader and founder of the fight club. He was the head figure who managed and 
controlled the fights within the club, and also Leyon's worst enemy. 


"Fancy seeing you here, K!" the dragon king shouted, leaning against the railing. "I thought 
you left for good. What brings you here? Is it for money?" 


"Why'd you bother asking if you know, Zayden?"” Leyon shouted back. Zayden was the 
dragon king's real name. Leyon walked closer, hands in his pockets, and looked up at 
Zayden. They both stared silently for what seemed like forever, until Zayden grinned and 
laughed. 


"Just as cold as ever, I see. I'll give you a fair fight tonight. Are you prepared?" Flicking his 
long raven hair back over his shoulders in a majestically royal manner, Zayden flashed his 
dark, emotionless eyes at Leyon. He then jumped over the railing and landed right before 
Leyon. He was just as tall as Leyon, with a lean, muscular build and a sharp, rugged 
appearance. 


"Have it your way... aS long as the amount is reasonable." Leyon smirked at Zayden. 


"Interesting." Zayden licked his lips in anticipation. "Ten rounds, ten grand, no. Ten rounds, 
fifteen grand. What do you say?" He smirked, placing a hand on Leyon's shoulder. 


"Deal," Leyon answered almost immediately, without a tint of emotion in his eyes. 


"K, don't push yourself. Nobody has ever fought ten rounds before," Ray interrupted, but was 
only met with silence. 


"Let the game begin." Zayden gave Leyon a fake smile, his grip on his shoulder tightening. 


With that said, Zayden went back up to the dragon's chamber to witness the fight that would 
soon take place. 


Crowds filled the stands around the ring, awaiting the most anticipated fight of the night. 
Leyon stood shirtless inside the ring, facing his first opponent. It wasn't like a boxing 


87 


tournament or anything of that sort. There were no specific rules involved in the fight. It was 
a battle of fists and kicks fuelled by rage, pain and sheer willpower. The fighter must force 
the opponent to submit or knock them out in order to win. 


Three knock-outs and two submissions later, Leyon was still standing, exhausted but still 
standing. 


"Oi K, can you keep going?" Ray asked worriedly during the three-minute break before the 
next match. 


"Yeah. It's easy," Leyon replied, panting heavily. 
"Really? You don't look so good. That bruise on your left cheek looks like it'd hurt." 
"Ray, shut up,” Leyon growled. 


"K... You really don't need to do this for fifteen grand. You know Zayden just wants to torture 
you. He hates you. He's done nothing but make troubles for you over the past two years," Ray 
reminded Leyon. 


"I know that. But this much, I can still manage," Leyon gasped out. 


Ray gave him a sympathetic look but didn't say anything. Feeling someone's gaze on him, 
Leyon instinctively looked up and spotted Zayden sitting on his high throne, smiling evilly 
down at him. 


"You." Ray let out a dejected sigh. But his face brightened up just a fraction of a second later. 
"Okay, brother! Next round, let's go." Ray pumped his fist in the air. 


"You never change, double face," Leyon muttered. Ray had always been good at hiding his 
emotions. One moment he would look really concerned and the next moment he would just 
brush it off and pretend everything was okay, reverting back to his jovial, carefree nature. 
Sometimes, Leyon couldn't guess what was going on inside his head. 


"Stop calling me that. Here, water. The next round's about to begin,” said Ray, chucking a 
bottle of water up Leyon's mouth. "Go and win. Just so you know, majority of the bets are on 
you, even mine. I'll always support you.” Ray playfully grinned at Leyon. 


Support me, my foot. This sly fox took advantage of me again, thought Leyon, his eyes 
twitching in annoyance. 


Muck sweat coated his exposed chest as he wiped his brow with his forearm. He smelled of 
sweat and blood; his chest burned as he struggled to breathe. Leyon stared at the unmoving 
body of his ninth opponent. While some audience mourned for losing their bets, the others 
cheered, celebrating his victory. 


"I'm impressed, K," Zayden shouted, looking down at him from his chamber. "Aren't you 
curious who your last opponent is?” 


Leyon glared at Zayden, not liking the devilish smirk on his lips. 


"Get Bulldozer in there," Zayden ordered, and the crowd went completely silent. 
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Chapter 14: The Last Breakthrough 


"Get Bulldozer in there." 


"Did he just say Bulldozer? Is he serious right now?" Ray said to Leyon, handing him a bottle 
of water. "K, It's obvious Zayden wants to kill you." 


"That piece of human waste," Leyon muttered, taking a sip of the water and then spitting it 
out. 


"Why's Titus your last opponent? Zayden's playing dirty. You should surrender now before 
it's too late, K," Ray said, nudging him on the shoulders. 


"I won't give up.” 


"But you'll die if you fight in this condition. Look at yourself. Your body won't be able to 
handle it if you go fight him," Ray tried to convince Leyon. 


"He's here. I'll make sure I win. Just watch," Leyon said to Ray, getting up from his seat 
where Ray had been taking care of him. Leyon saw Ray looking at him with worried eyes, 
urging him to surrender, but he was not going to do it, not after he came this far. Leyon 
patted Ray on the shoulder, giving him a determined look before entering the ring. His last 
opponent, Titus aka Bulldozer, was waiting for him there. 


Leyon and Titus stood three feet apart inside the ring, their eyes shooting sparks at each 
other. It was Leyon's first time fighting against Titus. Leyon knew he was an extremely 
strong fighter. His incredibly tall, big physique was the first thing Leyon noticed. Titus's body 
was more than thrice his size, exceedingly broad and uselessly muscular. Barrel-chested and 
built like a brick, anyone could tell he was going to be a tough opponent to take down. 


"K, today's the day you die. I'm going to kill you with my own hands," Titus said menacingly. 
"It's impossible to kill an already dead person," K shot back, unfazed. 


The last round began. None blinked an eye as they intently watched the violent showdown 
between the two S-ranked fighters — the ferocious lion versus the dominating bull. 


Leyon was the first to strike. He smashed his knuckles into Titus's jaw, but the guy didn't 
even flinch. Leyon felt pain shot through his wrist, right after his fists made contact with his 
skin. Was this guy made of stone? He jumped back and waited for Titus's reaction. He's not 
making a move, Leyon noted. 


"Do you have fists made of cotton? How come I can't feel a thing?" Titus said in a mocking 
tone. "Come on, K, you got to do better than that." He laughed. 


Leyon yelled and ran forward, throwing more punches and kicks, yet Titus stood stock still, 
receiving all his blows without any complaint. He held his ground, standing motionless in the 
middle of the ring like an unbreakable stone statue, while Leyon panted heavily on the other 
side, his body dripping with sweat. 


Leyon tried to calm himself. You can't tire yourself. If I pass out now, I lose. Leyon took in a 
deep breath and steadied himself. His body burned, the pain pricking him like a needle all 
over his body. He felt like jumping into a pool of ice-cold water. 


"It's getting boring now. I still don't feel a thing," Titus stated, feigning a yawn. He then 
stretched his neck and cracked his fists, smiling widely. "It's my turn now," he said thirstily. 


Titus marched forward, his iron fists swinging back and forth. Leyon staggered backwards in 
an attempt to avoid his punches. Leyon managed to block his first fist, but not the second. 
That brutal blow knocked the wind out of his lungs, and when he came back to his senses, he 
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found himself lying flat on the ground. His ears buzzed loudly, and for a moment, he thought 
he had gone deaf. Something wet trickled down his forehead and over his eyes. The pain was 
trying to cripple him yet again, but he ignored it and got up, unaware of the blood dripping 
down near his feet on the dusty ground. 


"You don't look too good, K," Titus said to him, acting concerned. "You look like a real live 
zombie right now. I'm just going to sit here and watch you for a bit," he taunted. Then, sitting 
down on the ground with his legs crossed, Titus watched Leyon in fascination. 


This guy... he's clearly mocking me. Am I really going to lose to someone like him? Leyon 
gritted his teeth, not liking the idea. Every blow he gives is lethal. The next time I receive 
one, it might completely knock me out. I must try not to get hit from now on. But I can't 
block his punches either. I feel like my bones will crack if I try to defend myself by blocking 
them. 


"Hey, get up," Leyon commanded, his voice clear and deep. 
"Oh, finally ready to get punched again?" Titus snickered, slowly getting up. 


"Come at me, you big buffalo," Leyon mocked. The crowd went ooh at the remark, knowing 
that the nickname would trigger Titus. It was, after all, a name he truly loathed. 


From the corner of his eyes, Leyon could see Ray biting his nails nervously and crying 
animatedly. 


The disrespectful name call seemed to have angered Titus. His nose flared and his eyeballs 
went up. "K, you're dead," he growled and lunged at him. 


Good. When you're on a rampage, you become reckless. That's exactly what I want. With 
that anger, you're just a bull, an animal that doesn't know how to use its brains. 


"I'm not a buffalo. I'm Titus, the bulldozer," Titus shouted, flinging his fists aimlessly, 
consumed by rage. 


Leyon swiftly dodged his attacks, being extra careful not to get hit. He jumped in and out of 
the way whenever he sensed Titus's fists and legs coming his way. His body was getting tired 
from moving too much, and the pain was not being friendly with him, either. He knew he 
needed to end fast. 


Leyon jumped backwards one last time and pretended to slip and fall, causing Titus to think 
he had him all cornered. "This is your end. Give it up, K," Leyon heard him say and watched 
as he loomed over him. Titus raised his one leg, getting ready to thrash Leyon's face with his 
kick. 


Here it comes. Leyon predicted his movements, barely managing to dodge Titus's kick at a 
hair's length. He took the chance and quickly crawled in between Titus's legs. 


Leyon quickly got up and faced Titus's broad backside. Right before Titus could turn back to 
face him, however, Leyon immediately jumped on his back and latched onto him like a leech. 
Tightly wrapping his arms around the back of Titus's head while using his entire body weight 
to apply pressure to his neck, Leyon choked him. 


For two whole minutes, they both struggled. Leyon was at his limits, but luck seemed to be 
on his side. Leyon could feel Titus's body relaxing under him. A second later, Leyon jumped 
off, letting Titus's unconscious body crash heavily to the ground. A random person then 
rushed in and checked his pulse. The person got up and raised his hand, signalling that Titus 
was not dead. 


91 


After noticing the signal, the crowd began the countdown in one single voice. "10, 9, 8, 7, 6, 
5453; 25 1" 


Everything seemed to fade around him, and all he could hear was the inexplicably loud 
cheering noise of the uncontrollable crowd in the background. Seeing Titus's unconscious 
body being carried out of the ring, Leyon fell to the ground out of exhaustion and laid there, 
breathing heavily, with his head facing the ceiling, and eyes closed. 


"K, you won! You won!" someone shouted from above him, and he opened his eyes only to 
meet Ray's bright smiling face positioned a few centimetres away from his own. 


"You're too close," Leyon shouted and Ray leaned back playfully, his smile never leaving his 
lips. Leyon would have already bonked his head at his action, but he couldn't even raise his 
arm at the moment. His whole body felt numb. 


"Whoa, you're a bloody mess, K. Can you get up?" Ray asked, extending his hand. 


"Probably," Leyon answered, accepting Ray's outstretched hand and getting pulled up by 
him. 


"Let's go get your prize." 


When Leyon and Ray climbed up to the dragon's chamber, Zayden greeted them with loud, 
synchronising claps. 


"K, K, K... I'm honestly SUPER impressed. You're really a diamond in the rough. You never 
fail to surprise me," said Zayden, smiling fakely the whole time. 


"Our deal?" Leyon questioned, squinting his eyebrows at Zayden. 


"Hahaha, my apologies...Fifteen grand," said Zayden, throwing the rolled bundle of cash on 
the table. "You can count if you want, K," he further said. 


"No need," K replied, grabbing the money from the table. 


"K, when will you come to my side? I really want you here with me." Zayden clicked his lips. 
"It's a shame you keep rejecting my proposal. Tonight, I'm not planning on letting you leave 
until you agree to become one of my... toys." He laughed sadistically. 


"I'm afraid I'd still have to disappoint you then. Because I have no interest in becoming your 
toy," Leyon retorted. 


"You have no choice. I'm keeping you here," Zayden announced. He flicked his fingers, and 
three tall, muscular males came forward. There were most likely his other toys. 


"K, this doesn't look good," Ray whispered from behind. 


Leyon quickly analysed his situation. His body was too broken and tired for another fight. 
And even if he ran, those toys would be right on his tail. Think, think. What do I do? 


At that precise moment, Leyon noticed a flying sneaker coming from among the crowds. The 
shoe hit Zayden flat on the face. Everyone stood frozen in shock, awaiting Zayden's reaction. 


"Who threw that?” Zayden shouted at the top of his voice and turned to look behind him. His 
so-called toys followed suit. "Come out now!" he raged, feeling extremely insulted. His pride 
had been completely shattered by the person who had hurled the shoe in his face. 


"Psst K, escape while they're distracted," Ray whispered, lowering his voice as much as 
possible. 
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Leyon nodded and proceeded to creep his way out of the area. "Wait. Wear your jacket and 
go. You're literally naked." Ray came running after him to give him his jacket and the shirt he 
had taken off earlier. 


Leyon thanked Ray and quickly slithered his way out of the place, with the money he won 
shoved into his pants pockets. By the time Zayden caught on, Leyon was already way past the 
exit and too far away from his reach. 


Present timeline... 


"The look on Zayden's face must've been priceless," Leyon thought out loud, earning weird 
stares from people by the roadside. He blushed, cleared his throat to hide the 
embarrassment, and picked up his pace, wanting to reach home as quickly as possible. 


Come to think of it, that night, I'm sure I came back home. I remember seeing someone's 
shadow in front of the door to my room. Was that the Stray Cat? Leyon pinched his nose in 
annoyance, heading towards the stairs leading to his apartment. He tried to recall what had 
happened that night, but there was no luck. Shaking his head, Leyon climbed up the stairs 
and entered his room. 


The lights were on, and the room felt warm. The past three days had been like this. The 
feeling was something Leyon wasn't quite used to. He found himself hating it instead of 
relishing it. This temporary feeling of warmth, he didn't need it. 


Leyon found the kitchen clouded with steam, a delicious, sweet aroma filling his senses. So 
the stray cat was still here. 


Leyon took out his phone from his pocket and tossed it carelessly on the small side table 
beside the door, and kicked off his shoes. That was when he heard the sound of footsteps 
making their way towards him. 


Hikari came out from the kitchen and welcomed him home with a bright smile. Wearing a 
stained apron with her hair tied up in a neat bun, she looked like the typical housewife in the 
kitchen, preparing food for her family — something Leyon found ridiculously disconcerting. 


"When are you leaving?" Leyon asked, ignoring the face Hikari just put up in his presence. 
Right, she can't talk. Throwing his backpack on the floor, Leyon passed by Hikari. He didn't 
care to change out of his school uniform as he straight away dived for the bed, landing 
facedown on the semi-hard mattress. The hot shower could wait. "I won't hear any excuses 
today, so leave when I'm being nice," Leyon said, his voice coming out muffled from under 
the pillows. 


Hikari gently picked up the discarded backpack and hung it over the hook attached to the 
door. She then went over to Leyon. Twisting her apron with nervous fingers, Hikari silently 
stood beside the bed, staring at Leyon, hoping he would soon notice her presence. 


"If you keep watching me like that, I think you're going to burn a hole through my back. 
What's the meaning of this?" Leyon questioned, slowly dragging himself up from the bed. A 
hand holding some kind of note was extended to him. Leyon shifted his gaze from Hikari's 
hand to her eyes. What's with that unsettling look? 
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Leyon snatched the note from Hikari's hand, not even bothering to mask his annoyance, and 
quickly scanned its contents. "So you haven't found a place yet and want to keep staying 
here?" 


Hikari obediently nodded her head. 


"Don't even dream of it," said Leyon, crumpling the piece of paper in his hand. Wait. His 
mind suddenly shot up in alarm. That handwriting looks familiar. 


Leyon opened up the crumpled note and carefully went over it. He hurriedly shoved a hand 
into his pocket and took out the letter he had gotten from the school earlier. 


"Why? Why does it look the same?" Leyon gritted his teeth, hands shaking as he held the two 
pieces of paper together. He got up abruptly and threw Hikari a piercing glare. "Hey? 
Explain... Do you hear me?" Leyon shouted, making Hikari flinch right after. Leyon threw 
the letter on Hikari's face and watched as she bent down to pick it up from the floor. "You're 
the one who paid the money, didn't you?" 


Hikari slowly nodded her head. Her eyes were cast downwards, refusing to meet his. She was 
scared of seeing the look on his face. From that tone, and the way he acted just a second ago, 
Hikari knew Leyon was angry. 


"Why did you do something so unnecessary? No. How did you even know I attend that 
school? Just who are you?" Leyon shot questions after questions at Hikari. 


"You." Leyon suddenly gripped Hikari's shoulders. "Did Zayden send you? How much did he 
tell you about me? Did he send you to spy on me, huh? Answer me," Leyon demanded, 
violently shaking Hikari's small body, his cold, manoeuvring eyes boring through her head. 


What is he saying? I don't understand. I'm scared. I don't recognise this Leyon. He looks 
exactly like my... father, thought Hikari, a lump beginning to form in her throat. Tears 
clouded her vision as she started hitting Leyon unconsciously. She didn't even know where 
she was aiming as she closed her eyes, and continuously flung her hands at him; some of 
them managed to hit him on his chest. 


"Hey, hey? What's wrong?" Leyon softened his voice after seeing the tears streaming down 
her face. He then grabbed both her hands, stopping her from hitting him any further. "Calm 
down, you.” 


I'm scared. I'm scared. I'm scared. The words kept repeating over and over again inside 
Hikari's mind. She didn't like loud noises, or when people shouted. It reminded her of her 
father, of the pain she went through. It was like the replayed scenes from her childhood had 
come to haunt her again. 


She was but nine when the door to her room barged open, and the loud, angry footsteps 
came searching for her. The vicious hands grabbed her from under the bed and dragged her 
by the hair across the room, and beat her till she was black and blue. The constant shouts of 
blame she received for no reason, the death threats, and the tears that went unnoticed 
almost made her go insane, but she didn't, even though she wished she had. 


"I'm sorry. I'm sorry." — were the words she used to chant in her head at those times. But 
why? For what reason was she apologising? She didn't know then, and she still didn't know 
why she was chanting the same words over and over again now. 


I'm scared. I can't breathe. I have to get away. No one will come to save me. I have to run 
away from here. Hikari wasn't aware of her surroundings or who she was with. All she 
wanted was to escape from the situation at hand. She felt her hands being grabbed but her 
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mind was panicking too much at the thought of her abusive father that she became extremely 
aggressive. 


After pushing Leyon away violently, Hikari darted for the door. 


"What's that girl's deal?" Leyon mumbled to himself. His hands balled into fists, watching 
the door that was left ajar after Hikari rushed out without an explanation. "Is it my fault 
now?" Well, good riddance. She's gone now. Leyon could not shake off the feeling of guilt 
that soon followed him after that. He didn't want to admit the fact that he had made her cry; 
it made him feel pathetic. 


"What kind of man makes a woman cry? Ley, you mustn't be like that or else mama will get 
angry." The voice inside his head sounded so clear, as if his mother was standing right 
beside him, and was reprimanding him for his mistakes. It had been so long since he'd heard 
her voice. He had forgotten how it sounded like until now. In the past, his mother had always 
taught him to treat women with kindness and respect, just like how he would want others to 
treat his own mother. But there he was, doing just the opposite. 


"Damn it," he cursed loudly, running past the door, and hurriedly descending the stairs. 


It was dark outside when Leyon came out. Tired and hungry, he didn't know where he was 
going as he ran around in circles in hopes to find Hikari. That stray cat. Where could she be? 
It was only when Leyon finally spotted her walking a few distances ahead that he stopped to 
call out to her. 


"Hikari?" Leyon saw her shifting her head in his direction, upon hearing her name being 
called. He thought she would wait for him to catch up to her, but she started running away 
again. "Hey, stop!" he yelled back and started following her, but Hikari seemed to have 
ignored him. 


From the corner of his eyes, Leyon saw a bright light flash from the side of the road where 
Hikari was running off to; a truck was heading her way. 


"Hikari!" Leyon shouted at the top of his lungs, sprinting through the traffic towards Hikari. 
His legs suddenly felt enormously light, and the tiredness became almost non-existent as 
adrenaline soared through him. 


The glaring lights and the loud honk snapped Hikari out of her daze, and she stood there 
frozen, eyes wide open in the middle of the road. Her mind went blank, seeing her life flash 
before her eyes. That was it. That was how she was going to die — hit by a truck. Suddenly, 
she felt her body being pushed out of the way. The force nearly knocked her out the instant 
she hit the ground. 


Leyon had reached just in time before he threw his body at Hikari and pushed her away, 
preventing her from getting hit. They both crashed on the hard, dirty ground, with Leyon 
sprawled on top of Hikari. The truck drove past unbothered, not even stopping to check back 
on them. 


Leyon got up almost immediately. "Are you okay? Did you get hurt anywhere?" he asked, 
sounding extremely concerned. People in the streets began to gather. 


And all Hikari could do was stare at him, dumbfounded, surprised she wasn't dead yet. 


Leyon?... How? What was he doing here? Hikari could only wonder. 
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Chapter 15: Stay With Me 


"Sorry..," Leyon mumbled, turning his head away from Hikari. Hikari looked up at him, 
confused, not catching what he said. "I'm sorry," Leyon said, a little louder this time. "I 
shouldn't have done that. I almost got you killed." 


Hikari took hold of Leyon's hand and furiously shook her head, as if to tell him that it was 
not his fault at all. She let go of his hand awkwardly as soon as she realised what she was 
doing. 


They were both back at his apartment after the incident. The room was filled with dark 
smoke when they entered. The whole apartment would have burnt down had they not 
arrived any sooner. Hikari had completely forgotten that she was cooking and left all the 
stoves on. Leyon quickly turned them off and opened all the doors and windows to clear the 
smoke away. Now they were currently sitting on the floor beside the table, on top of which a 
first aid kit was placed. 


"Your leg got worse because of me," Leyon said with guilt in his tone. 


Hikari's sprained ankle was almost fully healed, but because of him, it got worse. 
Fortunately, the wound didn't seem to be that bad. She would be able to walk properly 
tomorrow if she iced it now. 


Leyon couldn't quite explain what he was feeling, but he didn't like the thought of Hikari 
being in pain. Why were women's bodies so fragile? He hadn't gotten a single scratch on his 
body, but it was different for Hikari. Might be because she acted as a body cushion for him 
when they fell; his mind told him, reminding him of what an idiot he was. But that still didn't 
rule out the fact that a woman's body was very delicate and weak. It made him want to 
protect her. Leyon abruptly stopped his thoughts. What was happening to him? Why did he 
suddenly think that? 


"Give me that. I'll do it." Snatching the bag of ice from Hikari's hand, Leyon proceeded to ice 
her injured ankle. Hikari, in her embarrassment, tried to take it back, but Leyon slapped her 
hands away. "Do you want to see me get mad?" Leyon said, looking up and meeting her 
dumb gaze. 


A spark went through Hikari's heart, seeing those bright, caring eyes of his. She blushed and 
remained silent. 


Leyon didn't speak a word to her after that. A while later, he started wrapping a bandage 
around Hikari's foot. 


"T..," Leyon began, "I was scared... when the truck almost hit you." Hikari listened intently, 
her eyes fixed on Leyon's head, that was lowered to the ground. "Do you know? Since I was 
young, everyone close to me was taken from me." He paused, gripping the edge of the 
bandage tightly. "When I saw you almost get hit by that truck, I thought, 'Ah, another person 
is going to die in front of me again.' But, I'm glad, and relieved that you're here with me 


now. 
Leyon finished wrapping up the bandages, but didn't look up. 


"If you were gone, I would be living the rest of my life blaming myself, and I don't think I'll 
ever recover from that. After all, I was the cause of everything that happened today," he went 
on. "I thought life was shitting on me yet again, trying to make me suffer. But I'm really glad 
that this time, I was able to protect someone with my own hands. Somehow I feel like I've 
won against life even if it was just this once." 


97 


Leyon laughed bitterly, getting up. He was well aware of the pair of eyes that followed his 
movement. 


"I don't know what brought me to say all these things to you. I must be going crazy. You must 
be weirded out by me," Leyon continued, ruffling his hair with his hand. 


He could clearly see the confused look on Hikari's face. The silence was uncomfortable, 
though he wasn't expecting Hikari to say or do anything back. 


"What time is it?" Leyon said to himself, trying to rid of the awkwardness of the situation. He 
turned his head to look at the wall clock. "Seven-thirty? It's still so early. Hey, Stray Cat? I'll 
go out for a while. Oh, and our conversation isn't over, so you better not run away. I have 
questions to ask you." With that, Leyon walked up to the door and put on his shoes. Then, 
taking his phone and his schoolbag, he opened the door and left. 


Hikari didn't know where Leyon was off to in a hurry. He didn't even change his uniform. I 
hope he comes back safe. 


As Hikari sat in silence, a quiet breeze swept through the sliding glass door of the balcony, 
and she got up to close it; all the smoke had cleared up by now. Hikari held the door handle. 
Adding a little force to her hand, she tried to close it but stopped midway. Her eyes 
unconsciously drifted to the moon shining brightly above. The cool night air pleasantly 
glided through her hair, sweeping away her bangs. She closed her eyes and inhaled the 
freshness of the evening atmosphere as her thoughts began to wander. 


Leyon had been strangely talkative that day. But Hikari liked that side of him. She felt she 
was getting closer to him. She wanted him to share more of his thoughts and feelings with 
her. She wanted him to be comfortable in her presence. Recalling the words he had said to 
her earlier, she could clearly hear the pain in his tone. Just how much was he suffering 
inside? Being all alone must have been unbearable. She could understand him all too well 
because she was just like him. She had also lost people dear to her, although the 
circumstances were different from him. But she believed she understood him better than 
anyone could. 


They had been living together for the past few days, but Hikari rarely saw, or talked to Leyon 
at home. He was always out, going who knew where. After staying with him, she discovered 
that he usually fought with people in the streets. When did he become so violent? For what 
reason was he living this way? She didn't know, and she was too afraid to ask. He was always 
in a bloody mess even before she came into his life, which would explain why his room was in 
a chaotic state when she arrived. She knew he couldn't live like that for the rest of his life. If 
only she could do something to help him. If only she could stop him from losing himself any 
further. 


Just what am I to Leyon? Hikari asked herself. A stray cat, her mind answered sarcastically. 
It wasn't as if she didn't have a name, but Leyon kept calling her a stray cat. It was like a 
stupid nickname, but she didn't fully hate it. The first time she heard him call her by her 
name was when she almost got hit by the truck. Like someone who cared for her deeply, he 
had shouted her name so desperately back there. People might call her crazy, but she was 
glad the accident almost happened. Because of that, she was able to see the soft and 
compassionate side of him. 


At the end of the day, it made her wonder if she would ever hear him call her by her name 
one more time. 
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Ah! The food! I have to cook dinner for Leyon. Hikari suddenly remembered. She quickly 
closed the balcony door and limped her way to the kitchen. 


Leyon came back exactly one hour later. Hikari was in the kitchen, busy making dinner. 
Hearing the sound of his footsteps, she came out to greet him, but failed to catch him as he 
quickly rushed to the bathroom and shut himself inside. Fifteen minutes later, he came out 
dressed in a plain white shirt and dark blue yoga pants, with a towel hanging over his wet 
hair. 


By the time Leyon came out, Hikari had started laying the plates on the table. 


"Hey, Stray Cat? Come. I have something for you. Dinner can wait," said Leyon, making 
Hikari stop whatever she was doing. He discarded the towel on his bed and went to take out 
something from his schoolbag. 


Hikari sat at the table, obediently waiting, curious as to what he was about to show her. 


Leyon placed a small, neat-looking box on the table. "Open it. I didn't see you using a phone, 
so I bought one for you," he said. 


Hikari looked at Leyon, wide-eyed. She didn't know if it was okay for her to accept something 
like this from him. It looked extremely expensive, too. She stayed quiet for a few seconds, 
staring at him. Leyon flashed his eyebrows and then motioned his eyes to the box. 


"T'll chase you out of my apartment if you don't accept it," Leyon threatened. 
Terrified, Hikari finally took the box and proceeded to open it. 


Hikari was awestruck at the sight of her new smartphone. It was beautiful. It had a gorgeous 
design with colour shifting patterns at the back. The pattern transitioned from blue to purple 
as she moved her phone while holding it in her hands. It was the first time she was holding a 
phone. In the countryside, from where she came, nobody even knew what a phone was. She 
had seen Leyon carry one all the time, but never once bothered to ask him about it. 


"You press here to switch it on," Leyon instructed, doing it for her. "Wait, don't tell me you've 
never used a phone before?" Leyon looked at Hikari, amazed. A pair of clueless eyes glanced 
up at him, and he swallowed hard. 


Minutes went by as Leyon gave Hikari the iconic 'How to use a smartphone for beginners' 
tutorial. 


"So this is the flashlight... Our apartment has Wi-Fi, so let's connect to that first. I'll show 
you how to use google," Leyon softly said. "You can search anything you want to know here... 
This is YouTube. You can watch videos, movies and drama here but don't get addicted, 
okay?" Leyon joked. "...Here's how to save a person's phone number. I'll save my number on 
your phone. Le-y-on, alright? If you want to call me, you press this button here and my 
phone will ring soon... See, it rang. 


"Oh yeah, and since you can't speak, I'll download an app for you. It's easier than writing on 
a piece of paper or a book... So for this, you first go to Google Play Store and type like this. 
See ‘voice interpreter’ there? Let's download this app." 


Hikari watched and listened, trying to store everything inside her memory. As Leyon was in 
the process of teaching her how to use the phone, she noticed how close they were sitting. 
She could feel the heat radiating off of his body. But Leyon seemed oblivious to it all, too 
engrossed in teaching her. 
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Hikari inwardly smiled. His cool voice, his hands, his hair, his face, his eyes, she began to 
observe all of them. That fluttering sensation in her stomach and that feeling of contentment 
warming her heart, she only felt them when she was with him. How she wished time would 
stop whenever it was just the two of them. 


"Stray Cat, you listening?” Leyon interrupted her thoughts, and she snapped back to reality. 

She didn't know for how long his serious-looking eyes had been staring at her whilst she was 
in dreamland. "Which interpreter's voice do you want? There are so many options to choose 
from. Pick from there... This one sounds clean, like an ordinary teenage girl. I like this one," 

Leyon said. And that was exactly what Hikari picked. 


Leyon showed Hikari how to type words with the phone's keyboard. He let her type in a few 
words, which she did really slowly, considering this was her first time and she didn't know 
how to use keyboards that well yet. When she was finally done typing, she pressed the play 
button, and the words were read out by the interpreter in the voice that she had picked. 


The female interpreter's voice coming from her phone sounded so real, and so full of 
emotions, exactly like an ordinary human. It made Hikari wonder whether she would also 
sound as good as her if she had a voice of her own, but she quickly discarded those thoughts. 
She didn't want to feel miserable at the moment. 


"So that's it. Easy, right?" Leyon smirked and leaned backwards, stretching his arms and 
muscles. "It'll take two or three days. You'll know how to use the phone like an expert after 
that," he said. "Do you like your new phone?" 


At that, Hikari looked up and started nodding her head furiously. But something was 
bothering her. There were questions she wanted to ask him, starting with where he got the 
money to buy her such an expensive thing. She started typing on her phone as Leyon waited 
for her to be done. 


"Where I got the money?" Leyon questioned, after hearing the interpreter's voice on Hikari's 
phone. "I have my ways," he answered. Because a certain someone did something stupid 
and the money I earned was pointless, so I'd rather use it to buy you something useful than 
keep it lying around. "Now it's my turn to ask you questions. How did you know which 
school I went to and how did you pay my fees? Tell the truth,” he demanded. 


Hikari was disappointed Leyon didn't answer her question properly, but decided to drop it. 
She started typing to answer his question, but Leyon interrupted her by throwing her a 
notebook and a pen out of nowhere. 


"Just write here for now. You're too slow on the phone. I can't wait." 
"Remember the first night you took me to your apartment?" Hikari wrote. 
"Yes, what about it?” Leyon asked impatiently. 


"The next day, while I was cleaning your room, I found a crumpled note under your bed. It 
was a warning letter from your school regarding your fees. So I went to your school to 
confirm. And that's how I paid your dues. I did that because I wanted to repay you for 
saving me that night. I did not have any ill intentions behind it," Hikari wrote. She wasn't 
fully saying the truth, but she wasn't lying either. The reason she went broke and homeless 
was because she had spent all her remaining money on his fees, but she would never tell him 
that. 


"Is that so?" Leyon raised an eyebrow at Hikari, and she nodded in response. It seemed he 
was wrong about her. Besides, she didn't seem to have any clue about who Zayden was, 
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either. It was ridiculous of him to have assumed that she was sent to spy on him. "I guess it's 
believable if you put it like that." 


Hikari didn't know what Leyon meant by those words. 


"I didn't know you were very rich and generous. Anyway, let's close that topic. Do you have 
any questions for me? You can use your phone to type. Consider it a form of training," Leyon 
said to Hikari. "So... anything you want to ask me?" 


"Why do you keep your room key under the doormat?" came the sweet voice of the 
interpreter. 


"That's what you were curious about?" Leyon laughed. Clearing his throat, he continued, "Do 
you get scared easily?" 


Hikari slowly nodded. 


"Good. Then I'll go on," Leyon said. "Nobody stays on this floor of the apartment building. 
I'm the only resident here. So don't worry. Nobody will come and steal my key. They're afraid 
to come up here.” 


"Why?" asked Hikari through the interpreter. 


"It's a long story, but I'll tell you. It happened three years ago, before I came to live in this 
apartment. About five doors down the hallway on this floor, there's an empty room. I heard a 
teenage girl once lived there. The story is like this. That teenage girl secretly gave birth to a 
baby inside her room, without anyone's assistance. But she was scared to raise her baby. She 
was scared of what the people, what the society would say, so she abandoned her baby in the 
streets. It was found dead the morning after. Should I keep going?" Leyon asked in concern, 
seeing Hikari tear up at his story. 


Hikari nodded her head, telling him to continue. 


"News circulated in the neighbourhood after that incident. Nobody knew who the mother of 
the dead baby was, but the mother was strongly condemned for her actions. People kept 
spouting bad words about her. They cursed her and called her a bad mother for abandoning 
her baby. The guilt of throwing her baby away and the people's hateful sentiments 
completely consumed her, and she became mentally deranged. In the end, she committed 
suicide. She was found hanging in her room a week after she abandoned her baby. Hey, 
you're really crying. Maybe I should stop." 


"No, tell me more." 


Leyon gave Hikari a doubtful look, but decided to continue. "After she died, everyone came 
to know of the truth. There's a rumour that the dead girl's ghost roams this hallway every 
night. And if you're unlucky, you might run into her. They say she has long black hair flowing 
down her front, covering her face, and bloodshot red eyes." Leyon made gestures with his 
hands as he explained the ghost's appearance to Hikari. His voice lowered, scaring Hikari. 
"She wears all white and her skin is deathly pale. Every night she roams the hallway, crying 
bitterly, searching for her abandoned baby," Leyon finished. "Oh look, she's right behind 
you," he teased. 


Hikari frantically jumped up in fear. Without warning, she threw herself at Leyon and tightly 
hugged him, catching him completely off-guard. 


"H-Hey, I was kidding. There's no ghost there." Leyon assured Hikari, and she slowly let go 
of him after a while and moved away from him. "You really get scared easily, don't you?" 
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Hikari remained silent, but her stomach growled loudly. Out of embarrassment, she tried to 
cover up her stomach with her hands in a frenzied manner. Leyon stifled a laugh at her 
reaction. 


"Let's eat. I'm hungry too," Leyon said afterwards. 


Hikari went and brought out the dishes she cooked from the kitchen while Leyon helped set 
up the plates on the table. After some time, they both started eating. 


"Hey, the story I told you. It's just a rumour. So don't take it so seriously," Leyon said, 
suddenly feeling bad for scaring her. "I've been living here for more than two years and 
nothing happened. Ghosts don't exist," Leyon said as they ate. 


Hikari shook her head as if to tell him that she was unbothered by it. But in reality, she was 
scared beyond measure. She pretended to be fine by asking Leyon what he thought of the 
dead girl's situation by relaying the question through her interpreter. 


"I think the girl is very pitiful. The people's hatred had killed her. This is why I hate this 
society sometimes. They condemn mothers who abandon their babies, but they don't support 
single mothers either, especially teen mothers. Just because a teenager got pregnant before 
marriage, they think she's immoral and judge her relentlessly for it. They don't care about 
the baby in her womb until it's born. Then they'll curse the mother and say what a bad 
woman she is for having a baby without a father." 


Hikari was touched by his words. She never imagined Leyon to be such a thoughtful and 
level-headed person. The view he had of this world, and that understanding, was impressive. 
She could agree with whatever he said and wouldn't even think twice. 


"If only society was a little understanding, if only people were a bit kind, then maybe those 
mothers wouldn't have abandoned their babies or committed suicide. Ironically, everyone 
cares for the new-born, but heavily scorns the single mother. Such a hypocritical world we 
live in. That's why you should also move out soon. There are many jobless people here who're 
always ready to run their mouths whenever they get the chance if they see us living together," 
Leyon said to Hikari. 


Hikari nodded. She fully understood what he meant. The world they lived in was always 
ready to judge. Nobody would care to listen to their stories. Shrugging off the disturbing 
thought, Hikari typed some words on her phone again. 


"So why did you stay here after knowing this place was haunted?" asked Hikari through the 
interpreter. 


"Well, since nobody wanted to stay here because of the rumoured ghost, the rent was super 
cheap," Leyon replied, putting a spoon full of rice in his mouth. 


Hikari laughed in amusement at his words. 
"Hey, you have a grain of rice at the side of your mouth." Leyon pointed out after a while. 


Hikari froze, feeling her cheeks heat up in embarrassment. She raised her hand to wipe it off, 
but missed the spot. 


Seeing that, Leyon stretched out his hand and gently wiped away the grain of rice with his 
thumb, making Hikari blush even harder. Hikari could feel her heart doing all sorts of 
somersaults inside her chest. 
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"You're just like a child, so messy when you eat," Leyon casually stated, earning a small smile 
from Hikari. The way she smiled at him so tenderly, so affectionately, made him feel nervous 
for the very first time. Everything Hikari did somehow stirred up his heart in one way or the 
other, though he wasn't aware of that himself. 


That night, as they sat at the table eating the dinner Hikari had cooked, it felt cosy, almost as 
if they were already a family. For the first time in his life, Leyon felt like he was truly home. 
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Chapter 16: Expect ‘The Unexpected 
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Leyon awoke to bright sunlight shining through his window the next morning. As he groggily 
sat up and climbed down from his bed, something in front of him startled him. 


"S-Stray Cat? What are you doing there?" Leyon asked. Beside his bed was Hikari, sitting 
upright in position on her makeshift bed that was laid on the floor, with a white blanket 
covering her head and body. She looked like a bedsheet ghost waiting to scare him. 


Hikari turned her head to look at Leyon. 


"You, the bags under your eyes. Did you not sleep at all last night?" Leyon asked, seemingly 
shocked to find her looking like that. In her hands was the phone he had bought for her the 
previous night. "Don't tell me you played with that phone all night?" 


Hikari slowly nodded and smiled. She was too terrified to sleep the previous night after 
Leyon told her that ghost story. The phone was her only distraction. It was also the most 
amazing gift she had ever received in her life. The fact that Leyon got it for her made it all the 
more special. Besides, there was no harm in finding out what this amazing device could do; 
staying up the entire night was well worth it. 


"Good morning," Hikari said, using the interpreter from her phone. Her smile stretched 
wider. 


"You are really something," Leyon commented, amazed. 


Later, they both silently had their breakfast at the table. When they were done, Hikari got up 
to take the dishes to the sink, but the sound of the doorbell interrupted them both. 


"Someone's here. Go to the kitchen and hide," Leyon said immediately, pushing Hikari to the 
kitchen. "Don't make a sound," he said one last time before going to open the door. 


"K! It's me," the person behind the door greeted cheerfully as soon as the door was opened. 
"Ray? What brings you here?" Leyon asked. 

"To see you, of course.” 

"Why?" 


"What do you mean why? I wanted to check up on you after that fight. You were almost 
unrecognizable that day. How are you holding up now? And your wounds, have they healed?" 


"Isn't it a little too late to ask that now? How many days has it been already?" Leyon gritted 
out, a gigantic vein popping at the side of his forehead. 


"Hehe, my bad. I was really busy. It's a weekend today, so I came to visit. And I bought 
chicken, see." Ray beamed at Leyon, holding up a black carry bag. "Let's cook this and eat for 
lunch!" 


"No, take that back and go," Leyon ordered. 
"Why? Stop sulking like a kid. I'm really sorry, okay?" 
"It's not that. Just go. I don't feel well today," Leyon lied. 


"What? You don't feel well? Then let me take care of you. Chicken soup will help you feel 
better." 


"Ray!" Leyon shouted. 
"What?" Ray looked up dumbly. 
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... Leyon couldn't come up with any excuse to make Ray leave. 


"Stop putting up your arm against the door and let me in," said Ray, slapping Leyon's arm, 
but Leyon still didn't move. "What? What's wrong with you? Okay, okay, I get it. I'll take off 
my shoes and enter. I won't dirty your floor like last time. Now let me in." 


"No." Why does he not get it? Leyon thought in irritation. They both stared at each other in 
annoyance until the sound of someone sneezing caught their attention. "What was that 
sound?" Ray asked at once. "I'm sure I heard it coming from your room." Ray looked at 
Leyon questioningly. 


"What's that?" 


"... [have," Leyon started, "a vicious, rabid animal inside my room. And it bites... so I can't 
let you enter." Leyon shamelessly lied through his teeth, eyebrows twitching uncomfortably. 
He was never a good liar, to begin with. 


"An animal?! What kind of animal is it?" Ray looked even more excited than terrified. 
"... A stray cat.” 


As soon as Ray heard that, he violently pushed Leyon away and rushed into the room, almost 
making Leyon fall in the process. "A cat? Where? I love cats. I don't care if it's a stray or if it 
bites. Where is it?” 


Ray circled the room in a desperate attempt to find the so-called cat. Leyon smacked his 
head at his failure. It was only a matter of time before Ray discovered Hikari. And just as he 
predicted, Ray suddenly stopped and stood still in front of the kitchen. 


"Hey, K. I don't see any cat here. Do you think it may have turned into a human, by any 
chance? That person in your kitchen, isn't she a bit too big to be a cat?" Ray asked, keeping 
his eyes fixed on the person in front of him. 


Leyon could only groan in misery. "Ray, meet Hikari. Hikari, meet Ray," Leyon announced. 


"Wait a minute..." Ray thought deep for a second. Then realisation hit him. "You're hiding a 
girl in your ro-oomph!" Leyon put his hand over Ray's mouth. 


"Shut up, Ray. It's a long story. For now, she and I are just staying together in my apartment, 
that's all," Leyon explained. 


"Staying together?” Ray exclaimed, ripping away Leyon's hand that was covering his mouth. 
"A girl and a boy, under the same roof?" Ray couldn't stop the various images from popping 
up inside his head. 


"Stop whatever you're thinking right now, Ray," Leyon warned. 


Hikari could only stare at the both of them in embarrassment. It felt as though she and 
Leyon had been caught having a scandalous affair by the father-in-law. She desperately 
wished the ground would swallow her up, right that moment. It was too awkward to come 
out now, not when Leyon and Ray were barking like dogs at each other, with Leyon trying his 
best to explain their situation and Ray, not believing a single word he was saying. Hikari 
stood motionless, not knowing how to stop the two. It was all her fault. She shouldn't have 
sneezed; she should've chosen a better place to hide. The problem was there was nowhere to 
hide in this small, cooped up apartment. 


106 


"Do you get it now?" Leyon finally asked Ray after explaining everything to him. 
"I'm half convinced but I'll try to believe you," Ray replied, but Leyon was still very annoyed. 


Ray then walked over to Hikari and extended his hand. "I'm Ray, a close friend of K. So 
you're Hikari," he said. 


Hikari nodded and slowly raised her hand to shake his. 


"No, you're not," Hikari heard Leyon mutter at Ray's words. She almost wanted to laugh at 
his childish nature. 


"How do you know K? Do you guys go to the same high school?" Ray asked Hikari and saw 
her shake her head no. "You must not speak much," Ray added. 


"Ray, she can't speak," Leyon said for Hikari. 


"Why not?” Ray asked. He saw Leyon glaring at him from a distance. At first, he was clueless 
as to what Leyon was trying to tell him wordlessly, but soon caught on. "Oh, you mean she's 
mut-" Ray clasped his hands over his mouth before he could complete his sentence. "I'm 
sorry!" He apologised to Hikari immediately. 


Hikari gently waved her hands and smiled, as if saying she didn't mind at all. That seemed to 
put Ray at ease. 


"I can't believe K called his own girlfriend a vicious, rabid animal when she is this cute. 
Shame on you, K," Ray scolded Leyon. 


"Shut up, Ray, and she's not my girlfriend," Leyon retorted. 

"Yeah, whatever. So Hikari? Are you good at cooking?” Ray asked. 
Hikari nodded again. 

"That's great. I bought chicken today. You can cook it, right?... Alright!" 
"Why do you ask her to do it? Do it yourself," Leyon interrupted. 


"First of all, I am a guest. Does it make sense for a guest to cook at the house he's visiting? 
Stupid K." Ray stuck his tongue out at Leyon. "Secondly, I've always wanted to eat the food 
cooked by a cute girl." He grinned sheepishly. 


"Hopeless," Leyon muttered. He turned and walked to the door. 
"Hey, where are you going?” Ray shouted after. 


"To get more groceries. Just that chicken isn't enough. We don't have enough ingredients to 
cook it... We have to get a bag of rice too," Leyon answered back. 


"T'll come with you too," Ray said. 


"What about you? Are you staying here or coming with us?" Leyon asked Hikari, standing by 
the door. 


"What are you talking about, K? You're not supposed to leave a woman alone by herself. Let's 
take her with us," Ray insisted, smiling widely at Hikari. 


Leyon threw a casual glance over his shoulder, his eyes lingering on Hikari's frame for a bit. 
"Do you want to come?" he asked her. 


Hikari nodded. 
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"Will you be able to walk with your leg like that? It's quite far," Leyon said, remembering that 
Hikari had gotten hurt the night before. 


Hikari once again nodded her head in response. She really didn't want to be left alone in the 
apartment. Besides, her foot wasn't hurting anymore. As long as she didn't apply too much 
pressure on it, she was confident she could walk with ease. 


"Come, let's go," Hikari heard Leyon call for her. 


"What? What happened to Hikari's foot?" Ray asked curiously, noticing the bandage that was 
wrapped on Hikari's leg. 


"You don't have to know," Leyon replied. Then, twisting the doorknob, he walked out of his 
room, followed by Ray soon after. 


"That chicken you bought better not be live," Leyon said to Ray as they began walking on the 
side of the road, with Hikari a few steps behind. 


"Of course not. It's all chopped up properly. Why would I buy a live one?" Ray said in 
annoyance. 


"That's good then," Leyon replied. 

"Which one do you like more? The wings or the legs?" Ray asked Leyon. 
"I like wings more." 

"Is that so? I prefer the legs more." 


Is this what boys usually talk about? Hikari thought. As she watched the two bicker at the 
front, she could easily tell that they were really good friends. She didn't know anything about 
Ray, but he didn't seem like a bad person. He actually had a very likeable personality. With 
that jolly, kind, and energetic disposition, anyone would feel very lucky to have him as a 
friend. I feel a little envious of Leyon. I wish I also had a friend like Ray. 


"Why are you so slow? You're lagging behind." Leyon stopped walking and turned his head, 
staring at Hikari with a blank expression. Ray also stopped and turned. 


Hikari quickly ran forward to catch up with them. "Hikari, you lead the way," Ray said, 
gently patting her on the back. "We boys will walk behind so we can protect you if you fall or 
trip on something, right Leyon?" 


"Just don't walk into a pole," Leyon added, and they all started laughing. 
3 hours later... 


"I'm so tired. It's better not to have gone out in summer," Ray complained, holding a bag of 
groceries in his hand. 


"You're such a wimp," Leyon shot at Ray. He was also holding a bag of groceries in his hand. 
Hikari was the only one going empty-handed in between them. 


"Shut up. I'm so thirsty to argue with you right now," Ray retorted. "Hey, K. I think I see 
someone standing there at the gate of the apartment. He seems to be looking at us." 


As they got nearer to the said person, Leyon suddenly stopped and got into a defensive 
position. "It's you," said Leyon. "Hikari, stand back." Leyon moved forward, blocking a hand 
in front of Hikari. 
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"I didn't come here to fight," the person said. 
"K, who's he?" Ray asked, suddenly becoming wary of him. 
"Someone who's looking for trouble," Leyon replied. 


"I didn't come here with bad intentions. I came to seek you out with a purpose," the person 
told Leyon. 


"First, tell us your name," Ray cut in. 


"My name's Gil. It's true K, and I have been on bad terms in the past, but I really didn't come 
here to cause trouble this time," Gil said sincerely. 


"Then why have you come?" Leyon asked. 


Gil looked at Leyon very seriously. He took a deep breath and suddenly bowed. "Please! Take 
me in as your disciple. I want to follow you for the rest of my life," Gil exclaimed aloud. 


Leyon stared wide-eyed, but Ray's jaw had already dropped to the ground. 
"Ridiculous. What are you saying?" Leyon regained his composure. 
"Please teach me how to fight. I want to train under you." Gil was persistent. 


"No. I don't fight for meaningless things and I sure as hell won't teach anyone to fight. Get 
lost," Leyon said coldly. 


"Then at least let me follow you. I greatly admire you as a person, as a leader. I want to get to 
know you. I know I sound crazy and it won't make sense if I told you that I wanted to be your 
friend, but at least for now, I want to be of some assistance to you. Please, let me follow you," 
Gil pleaded, bowing his head again. 


"No," Leyon straight away disagreed. 


"Hmm... I'm not sure, but I think I've seen him somewhere before. I just can't recall from 
where," Ray said, stroking his chin. 


"I also belong to the Dragon's lair club. I've seen you there before. You're Ray, aren't you?" 
Gil said to Ray. 


"Right. No wonder I thought you looked familiar." Ray nodded his head in understanding. 
"Ray, don't get close to this person. I don't trust him," said Leyon in a biting tone. 


"Why? After he said all those things about how much he admired you, why do you not trust 
him?" Ray questioned Leyon. 


"He could be someone sent by Zayden," Leyon replied. 
Zayden again? Who is this Zayden Leyon keeps talking about? Hikari wondered. 


"You've got me all wrong," Gil denied the accusations. "That day in the club, the one who 
threw the shoe at Zayden was me. I did it for you," Gil confessed. 


"Now I remember. He does look like the one from that day. It's true. K, he was the one who 
threw the shoe. You already left so you might not have known, but this person got all the 
beating afterwards. Zayden was pissed as hell with him," Ray said to Leyon. 


"Are you sure that's him?" Leyon asked Ray. 
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"Yes, I'm positive... So what will you do, K?" 
Leyon was unable to give an answer, but Ray already knew what was on Leyon's mind. 
"K accepts you,” Ray said to Gil. 


"Really?" Gil brightened up, his eyes brimming like a little child as he looked at Leyon. 
Seeing the indifferent look in his eyes and from his silence, Gil could tell Leyon had 
acknowledged him. 


"Hey Gil, have you had lunch?" Ray asked. 
"Yes, I did. But why are you asking me that?" 


"We were supposed to have lunch at K's today, so we went out for grocery shopping but got 
so hungry on the way that we went and ate lunch in a fast-food restaurant." Ray laughed 
aloud. "It's good you had your lunch. Do you want to join us for dinner later? We're cooking 
chicken." 


"Yes, I'd love to!" Gil's answer came almost immediately. 

"Ray!" Leyon shouted, "Stop inviting unknown people into my house." 
"Thank you so much for having me, big bro," Gil thanked Leyon. 

"I'm not your big bro. Don't call me that," Leyon snapped. 


"Come on, K. Loosen up. He's one of our comrades now," Ray exclaimed, flashing a wide 
smile. 


"Idiots," Leyon muttered under his breath. "You're going to stay for dinner too?" Leyon 
asked Ray, sounding annoyed. 


"Yes, of course. I haven't tried Hikari's cooking yet. Hikari, you'll still cook for us, right?" Ray 
turned to Hikari. "See, she smiled. She'll cook for us," Ray confirmed. 


"By the way, she is?" Gil said, pointing a finger at Hikari. 
"Her name's Hikari. She's K's girlfriend," Ray answered. 


At that, Gil once again bowed his head, this time at Hikari. "My name is Gil! Nice to meet 
you, sister-in-law! You are so beautiful, like an angel sent from heaven," Gil exclaimed 
loudly. 


Hikari blushed at those words. 
"She's not! Don't call her that," Leyon shouted. 


"Oh, then, uh, big sis, it's nice to meet you. Please take care of me in the future," Gil 
rephrased. 


"Why are you people so unreasonable?" Leyon's head sank in disappointment. 
"Let's go, K, Hikari, and Gil... We're having chicken tonight!" Ray sang loudly. 


"Kill me, just kill me." Leyon sulked, feeling more and more depressed by the second. 


"Finally, we're in. I feel so hot. Water, water..," Ray headed straight for the kitchen to get 
water. 
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Gil roamed his eyes around. "Does my place look that shabby?" Leyon questioned, irked at 
the way Gil was ogling his room. 


"No, it's not. It's small but very neat and homely. Looks like a comfortable place to live in," 
Gil complimented. 


At Gil's comment, Leyon darted a look at Hikari. He did it so subconsciously he hadn't even 
realised it himself. Hikari gazed back at him. Their eyes locked for a second before Leyon 
quickly turned away. It was all because of Hikari that he was living comfortably now. So 
many things have changed after she came into his life. He didn't know whether to be grateful 
or burdened by everything she was doing for him. 


Leyon went to the kitchen and opened his mini-fridge. He took out some ice, filled them 
inside a small ice bag, and came out. 


"Here, your foot will get swollen again. You've strained your legs too much by walking 
today," Leyon said, handing Hikari the bag of ice. 


"Hey K, do you have a fan around here?” Ray yelled from the kitchen. 
"I have a small stand fan. I'll go get it," Leyon said and left right away. 


Hikari settled on the floor near the bed to ice her slightly swollen foot. Ray rushed in 
suddenly, startling her. 


"Hey hey, Leyon really cares for you." Ray nudged Hikari on the shoulder. "He's totally 
husband material, isn't he?" 


Hikari could feel her cheeks heating up. 
"Oh, you're blushing," Ray teased. "I support you," he whispered in her ears. 
The blush on Hikari's cheeks deepened even more. 


"Wait, where's Gil? Oh, he's out on the balcony. I'll go speak with him." Saying that, Ray got 
up and left. 


A while later, Ray and Gil both came inside. "Hey K, let's battle," Ray said, his voice sounding 
maliciously deep. 


Hikari almost jumped up from her spot. B-Battle? They're going to fight now. Where? Here? 
In this room? 


"I'm up for it anytime." Leyon smirked. 


What? What? This can't be happening. Why are they suddenly going to fight? Leyon looks 
serious. What do I do? Hikari inwardly panicked. 


"Let's kill some time. Gil's playing too," Ray announced. 
Playing? What are they talking about? Hikari couldn't wrap a head around it. 


Hikari finally understood what they meant when she saw each one of them taking out their 
phones from their pockets. 


Game. So they were talking about a game. Hikari felt very foolish for getting herself worked 
up for no apparent reason. 


"Hikari, you want to join us?" Ray asked, but Hikari politely declined. 
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"Ray, I won't play tank. I'll be using assassin," said Leyon. 
"Let Gil tank." 
"You guys are mean." 


Hikari observed them with an unreadable expression. The boys were in their own world now. 
She needed to think of doing something to waste time. It was still too early to prepare dinner 
anyway. Hikari pouted. She felt it boring to sit, and wait for the day to end. Maybe I'll watch 
some movies, or practice typing on my phone. 
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Chapter 17: Everybody Needs Somebody 


"It was delicious. That was the best chicken curry I've ever had. Hikari, you are such a great 
cook," Ray complimented. 


"Big sis, it was really good." Gil gave Hikari a thumbs up. 


"Hikari will really make a good wife one day, right Gil?" Hikari blushed at Ray's comment. 
Leyon didn't bother giving any reply. 


"Right. Big bro is very lucky," Gil replied. 


"K? Say something about Hikari's cooking. This guy, he never appreciates anything," said 
Ray mockingly. Leyon just looked away, ignoring him. "See, he's always like that." 


"Can't you tell, Ray? Big bro finished everything on his plate. That means big sis' food was 
really good," Gil whispered to Ray. 


"Hmm, you've got a point." 


Hikari chuckled, watching their interactions. She began to clean up the table, assembling the 
empty plates one by one. 


"By the way, why do you keep calling me by my name and K as big bro. You know I'm older 
than K," Ray revealed. 


"What? Really?" Gil was shocked. "You don't look that old to me." 


"Jealous? It might sound like a surprise, but I'm already a high school graduate,” Ray went 
on. 


"You don't look like one at all,” Gil said. Hikari agreed with him. "Then I shall address you as 
second big bro," Gil announced. 


"No need. Just call me by my name. I sound too old when you call me like that,” said Ray. 
"But you're the oldest one among us all. Calling you gramps suits you better." 
"Shut up, K." 


"T'll help you wash the dishes," Leyon said to Hikari and went with her to the kitchen sink, 
completely ignoring Ray. 


"K, Hikari? When you're done, let's play a game," Ray yelled at them. 


"Just go home, Ray. Gil too. How long are you planning to stay here?" Leyon shouted back 
from the kitchen. 


"It's too early. And it's not like anyone's waiting for me back at my apartment. It's boring to 
stay there all by myself," Ray complained, but nobody was listening to him. 


"I enjoyed the food today," Leyon said to Hikari, twisting the tap and letting the water run in 
the sink. "It was good." 


Hikari wanted to squeal in happiness. She could feel her heart dancing with joy at the 
compliment. "Thank You." She looked up and smiled at him, her mouth forming the words. 


"You're welcome," Leyon said to her a few seconds later, and they both silently continued to 
wash the dishes. 


"So you gathered all of us here at the table for what?” Leyon asked Ray. 
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"Let's play a game," Ray suggested. 
"What game?" Gil asked. 
"Truth or dare." 


"So lame." Leyon threw his hands up in the air. "Can you come up with something less 
boring?" 


"But it's fun, come on," Ray whined. 
"Big bro's right. It's boring. Besides, no one will choose dare." 


"You're right about that. No one will choose dare. So let's make it all about truths then," Ray 
exclaimed in excitement. 


"Count me out," Leyon said. Gil also agreed with him. 
"Hikari?" Ray looked at Hikari with his puppy dog eyes. "Tell them to join. Let's play." 


Hikari awkwardly smiled. She looked at them nervously — Ray with his pleading look, Gil 
with a bored expression and Leyon staring off into space. 


"Hikari? You'll play with me, right?" Ray tried again. 

Hikari couldn't bring herself to refuse Ray's polite invitation, so she nodded her head at him. 
"Yes, Hikari's in." Ray beamed. 

"You act like an elementary school student, Ray," Leyon said in a flat tone. 


"At least I'm not like you, always brooding and sulking like an emo kid." Ray stuck his tongue 
out at Leyon. 


"If big sis is playing, then maybe I will join," Gil interrupted them and they both stopped 
arguing. 


Ray did a victory dance after Gil agreed to join them. "K, you're the only one. Just join. 
Hikari, you want him to join, don't you?... See, she nodded her head." 


"She did not," Leyon argued. 


"Okay! Let the game begin. Everyone put your phones on the table. No one must be 
distracted," Ray stated. 


"Don't go on deciding things by yourself," Leyon muttered, but followed everyone when he 
saw them putting their phones on top of the table. "Let Hikari use her phone to 
communicate," Leyon said, suddenly being aware of Hikari's situation. 


"Ah sorry, I forgot. Hikari, you can use your phone. There's no problem, right Gil?" 


"No, I don't have any problem," Gil answered Ray. He had already known that Hikari was 
mute and that she used a voice interpreter to communicate with others. Ray had told him all 
about it before. 


"Wah, Hikari. Your phone is really cool. It's the new model, isn't it? Even I wanted that," Ray 
confessed. He couldn't stop ogling at Hikari's phone. As he stared at the table, his eyes 
spotted another phone lying next to Hikari. "Who's phone is that?” Ray asked. 


"It's mine. Why?" Leyon answered with a question. 


115 


Ray burst out laughing. "That's the shabbiest phone I have ever seen. Look at the cracks on 
the screen. K, come on, you can't be that poor. You need to fix that." 


"If anyone's fixing it, it should be Gil.” Leyon scoffed in annoyance. 

"Gil? Why him?" Ray questioned. 

"Ask him." 

"We fought before and well, many things happened." Gil laughed nervously. 


The atmosphere of the room suddenly became very tense. Hikari looked at them nervously. 
She could notice a dark, imaginary cloud hovering above Leyon and Gil. Gil looked 
apologetic, but Leyon somehow seemed to be still wary of him. 


"So, who won?" Ray asked, becoming very interested. 
And this Ray cannot read this situation at all, thought Hikari, about to face-palm herself. 


"Big bro won, of course. He was so cool. You don't know how much I respect him after that,” 
said Gil, remembering the day he fought with Leyon. 


"Of course I knew K will win," Ray declared. 


"I've always wanted to meet him again after that day. I just passed by the area today hoping 
to bump into him on the way. It seems I got very lucky," said Gil. 


"You are... Now let bygones be bygones, you guys," said Ray. The atmosphere of the room 
seemed to lighten up a bit after that. "I'm really envious of Hikari's phone, though," Ray 
added. 


"Leyon bought it for me yesterday," Hikari said through the voice interpreter on her phone. 
Everyone's eyes fell on her. Three seconds later, Ray and Gil burst out, "What?!" 


"Really? K did? Hey K, when did you become so generous? Buy for me too, please?" Ray 
begged. 


"Big sis is so lucky." 

"K, make me your girlfriend too. You're too good." 

"Ray, you're disgusting." 

"I know." 

"Are we playing the game or not?" Leyon yelled suddenly. 


"Who was the one saying he wouldn't play just a minute ago?” Ray accused. "Okay, let's 
begin. Water bottle, check. Let's spin.” 


Ray spun the water bottle at the centre of the table. The speed gradually decreased and 
finally, the tip of the bottle landed on Hikari. 


"Hikari, lucky. Who's going to ask her the questions?" Ray said, looking back and forth at 
Leyon and Gil. "Okay then, I'll ask her. So Hikari, which high school do you go to?" 


Leyon looked at Hikari from the corner of his eyes. Ray's question was something he himself 
had never asked Hikari before, though they had been living together for quite some time 
already. He had never seen her go out in a school uniform, but then again, he was never 
around his apartment to take notice of those things. He had never asked about her 
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whereabouts, either. He didn't think it was necessary, to begin with. Now that he realised it, 
Hikari was a complete mystery to him. It actually made him curious when Ray asked her that 
question. 


Hikari finally finished typing on her phone. "I'm a high school graduate. I don't go to school 
now," came her reply. 


So she was a high school graduate, Leyon noted. He remembered Hikari telling him before 
that she was eighteen. And since he was turning nineteen, that would mean she graduated 
the previous year, the same year he flunked a grade and repeated a class. Somehow, the fact 
that Hikari had already finished high school bothered him. He felt quite inferior when 
compared to her. It wasn't because he wanted to be better than her, but because it was 
embarrassing for a girl younger than him to be more accomplished than he was when they 
had been pursuing the same level of education just the previous year. 


"So which college do you attend?" Ray asked further, snapping Leyon out of his unpleasant 
thoughts. 


"I'm not attending a college as of now. I'm trying to find a part-time job so I can support 
myself," Hikari answered. 


"And your parents, what do they do? Where are they now?" Ray kept asking Hikari. 


Seeing the uncomfortable look on Hikari, Leyon quickly came to her rescue. "Ray, you're 
supposed to ask only one question. How many have you asked her already? That's not how 
this game goes.” 


"Yes, Ray. You're going against the rules," Gil cut in. 


"Is that so? My bad," Ray replied cheekily. "It's because I want to get to know Hikari. But, I 
know she's your girlfriend so I will step back." 


"How many times do I have to tell you that she is not." 

"Okay, let's spin the bottle again," said Ray, ignoring Leyon. 

"It's Gil this time." Leyon pointed out. 

"Who's going to ask him the questions?" Ray shot a look at everyone present there. 


"I will," Leyon responded in a serious tone. "I've been curious about this before. How did you 
know I lived here? Gil?" 


"Oh, that? I told the teachers I was your friend and asked for your address," Gil replied. 


"What teacher? What are you talking about?" Leyon inquired, looking at Gil very 
suspiciously. 


"That's question two. You can't do that, K," Ray intervened. 
"Shut up. He didn't make the point clear," Leyon retorted. 
"Eh? But we go to the same school. That's how I went to the teacher and asked," Gil said. 


"That's shocking. You guys both go to Rigel Shade High? And K, you didn't even know Gil 
when he goes to the same school as you?" Ray expressed, his eyes wide as saucers. 


"It's because I'm his junior and besides, big bro never comes to school. So we never met," Gil 
defended. 
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"I didn't know," Leyon muttered. He started counting the number of days he had actually 
gone to school for that semester and slightly frowned when his fingers didn't go past five. It 
seemed Gil was speaking the truth. They went to the same high school together. 


"Wait, how old are you, Gil?" Ray asked. 


"Eighteen. Ah, I started kindergarten late, so I'm older than most students in my class," Gil 
answered. 


"That makes sense. You look older than Leyon. I can't believe you're his junior," said Ray. 


"It's shocking, right?" Gil scratched the back of his head, grinning widely. Hikari furiously 
nodded her head at that. 


Ray spun the bottle again, and this time it landed on himself. "It's my turn now. Finally!" Ray 
sounded excited. "I'll let Hikari ask me questions this time." 


"Ray, what do you do in your free time?" Hikari asked through her voice interpreter. 


"Hmm, actually, I do a lot of things. I'm a rock singer and I play the electric guitar. I'm not 
good at studies so I decided against college. Basically, I'm just a no-name person pursuing a 
career in music. Oh, and I'm a tattoo artist too. If you want to get tattoos, just tell me." 


"She will not get a tattoo," Leyon deadpanned. 
"Overprotective much? Typical boyfriend." Ray scoffed in annoyance. 


Leyon decided not to comment on the accusation and instead diverted the topic. "I don't 
know if we're playing a game of truths or telling each other our life stories," Leyon muttered, 
leaning against the table and putting a hand on his chin. 


"I wish you success in your music career," Hikari said to Ray. Leyon was once again ignored. 


"Thank you, Hikari. You're the best." Ray took Hikari's hand in his, shaking it vigorously, 
tears running down his cheeks animatedly. Leyon scowled at his actions. 


The next time the bottle was spun, it fell on Leyon. 


"Whoever wants to ask questions to the antisocial freak, raise your hand," Ray said, and 
Hikari slowly raised her hand. 


Leyon gave her a curious look, raising an eyebrow at her. 


Hikari was reluctant to ask that question, but she was dying to know the answer. She paused 
for a while, catching everyone's attention. Will Leyon get angry if I ask him that question? 
She thought nervously. 


"Go on, Hikari," Ray encouraged. 


That was it. It was either do or die. Building up her courage, Hikari began to type the words 
on her phone. "Who is Zayden?" 


"I don't want to talk about him," Leyon's reply came almost immediately. 


I knew it. He's angry. Hikari, why did you go and ask something so stupid? Her mind 
scolded her. 


"K, just tell her," Ray said, but Leyon turned his head away and remained quiet. "Should I 
tell her then?" 
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"Do whatever you want. I'll go get some fresh air," said Leyon, getting up to go to the 
balcony. 


"Did I say something awful?" Hikari asked after Leyon left. 


"Not exactly. It's not your fault, Hikari. It's just Zayden and K have some bad blood. I'll tell 
you the full story," Ray began. "K entered the dragon's lair three years ago. It's an 
underground fight club if you didn’t already know. K turned out to be an extremely good 
fighter. He quickly established a name for himself in a matter of just two months after 
becoming a member of the club. Everyone knows him as K, the lion. That's why we also call 
him K. Zayden's the founder of the club, also the official leader." 


"That guy is really scary. No matter how many times I look at him, he gives off a murderous 
vibe. He looks at people as though they're fodders he can feed on," Gil said in between. 


"You already know the reason why everyone's scared of him," said Ray. 
"Why?" Hikari asked curiously. 


"Zayden is a very rich guy. His father is a powerful congressman. Everything is in the palm of 
his hands. That's why he does whatever he wants and gets away with it. There are rumours 
that he even killed people before. Nobody can go against him," said Ray. 


"He's a pure sadist. He enjoys watching people fight and get hurt," Gil further mentioned. 


"When K became famous, Zayden got interested in him. He wanted K to be under him. He 
wanted K to be his toy, someone who'll succumb to his wishes and commands, and always 
follow him. But K didn't agree with him. He even approached K on numerous occasions, but 
K always turned him down. That deeply hurt his pride and ego. So he started sending his 
men to trouble K." 


"Ts it that serious?" Gil asked. 


Ray nodded and continued, "It didn't matter when or where, K was always fighting with 
those men. Zayden didn't give him any peace. Because of that, K left the club but only 
returned recently. Yeah, four days ago, he came to fight. He said he needed money." 


It was four days ago when Leyon showed up looking all devastated; Hikari remembered. It 
was the same day she took care of him. Did Leyon go to the club so he could get the money to 
pay for his fees? She speculated. That seemed like the most plausible explanation for her. 


"Hikari, are you listening? You're zoning out?” Ray waved a hand in front of her face, 
snapping her out of her thoughts. 


"Yes, I am," said Hikari. 


"K is kind of disgusted by Zayden. I guess he has his own reasons for not liking him... Those 
two probably never will get along. These days, it seems Zayden has stopped sending people 
to fight K. Maybe he got bored. I don't know, but K shouldn't let his guard down. That 
Zayden is a ruthless monster," Ray concluded. 


"I understand now," said Hikari. 
"By the way, how did you get tangled up with K in the first place, Gil?" Ray turned to Gil. 


"Me? I have this unquenchable desire to fight with people to prove I'm the stronger one. Big 
bro was so famous at that time. I heard his name everywhere, to the point where it started 
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getting on my nerves. I was so arrogant and went to challenge him. I took some of my men 
and cornered him in an alley. But damn, we got beaten up so badly by him," said Gil. 


Hikari was shocked as she listened to their stories. She never would have imagined Leyon to 
be someone like they had described. There were many things she didn't know about him. He 
was such a good-natured, soft-hearted, bright kid in the past. How did he come to this state? 


"Ray, have you ever fought with K?" Gil asked. 

"No, and I don't want to." 

"Big bro's indomitable. I think if he takes on Zayden head-on, he'd win." 
"Guess we'll never know." 


"Oh shit, the time, it's almost nine o'clock at night. I have to go. I have school tomorrow," Gil 
blurted out, hurriedly getting up. 


"Yup. I guess I better go too." Ray also got up. "Hey, K, we're leaving," Ray shouted. He 
received no reply, but was convinced Leyon had heard him. 


Really? Really? Now? You guys are going to leave me alone with Leyon when it's obvious 
he's extremely mad at me right now? Hikari cried inside. She watched, teary-eyed, as they 
quickly bade her goodbye and scurried out the door. 


It was only her and Leyon now. It felt awkward, but she needed to say something to make up 
with him. It was her fault for bringing up a taboo topic and offending him. 


Hikari took a deep breath and opened the door of the balcony, and stepped out. 


"Have they left?” Leyon asked as soon as she closed the door behind her. She almost jumped 
up in surprise. 


"Sorry," Hikari said through the interpreter. 


"Why are you sorry?" Leyon asked. He continued to gaze up at the night sky, not once 
turning his head to look at Hikari. 


"For bringing up Zayden. I'm really sorry if I offended you," said Hikari, trying to read his 
facial features. Is he still mad? Will he kick me out of his apartment? Why is that the only 
thing I keep worrying about?! 


"I don't blame you,” Leyon said in a calm tone, "but I feel a bit irritated." 
"Why?" Hikari asked. Her mind was starting to panic. 

"Ray must have pretty much told you a lot about me and my life." 

"He did." 


"That's why it irritates me. Because I know nothing about you," Leyon said to her as his eyes 
kept staring off at the far distance. 


"Do you want to know more about me?" Hikari asked. She finally seemed to understand what 
was on Leyon's mind. 


"Not that I'm interested, but if you want to say something, just say it." 


There was a good two-minute silence afterwards. Neither of them said a thing. Hikari was 
contemplating on whether she should spill some news about her life to him. She had decided. 
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"My father passed away recently," Hikari said through her voice interpreter. 


At those words, Leyon immediately turned to look at Hikari. For a moment, Hikari caught 
the rush of emotions in his eyes before they went back to the usual placid, dull appearance. 


"I grew up in the countryside in a small village. I got separated from my mother when I was 
eight years old. She ran away with a man and got married in this city. It's been ten years 
since then. I've come to find her. I know she probably doesn't want or need me anymore, but 
I just want to see her one last time. I want to see if she's living happily or not," Hikari said. I 
came here to find you too, but you're already here now, beside me. You will never know 
how happy that makes me feel. 


"I see," said Leyon, a feeling of sympathy erupting in his chest. She was just like him. She 
was all alone in this world. But how could she be so optimistic even after everything she went 
through? "Wait, you said you're from the countryside, so what's the name of your village? 
Forget it." Leyon dismissed the question with a wave of his hand. "I don't think you and my 
granny are from the same village. Otherwise, I would've met you already since I stayed with 
her for some time in the past." 


Hikari gave him a solemn look, a look he couldn't quite understand. 
"So have you found your mother yet?" Leyon asked, staring into her eyes. 


"No. To be honest, I don't know where she is. I don't know where to even start looking for 
her. All I have is a picture of her." 


"Can you show me?" 
"What?" 


"Can you show me the picture of your mother?" 
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Chapter 18: You Call That A 
Punishment? 


"Can you show me a picture of your mother?" 


Hikari looked at Leyon in surprise. She hesitated for a bit before running inside the room. 
Leyon's eyes never left Hikari's form as she went and skimmed through her belongings. She 
rushed back to him after soon after, holding a photo in her hand. 


Leyon took the photo from Hikari and carefully studied it. Indeed, there was a woman in the 
photo who looked like an older version of Hikari. They were really mother and daughter. 


"T'll hold on to this for now," Leyon said. 


Hikari stared at Leyon, waiting for his reaction, but was rewarded with disappointment. She 
thought Leyon would somehow recognise her mother after seeing the photo, or maybe 
remember something from the past, but nothing. It seemed he had lost all his memories 
about her mother, too. But what was more questioning was the fact that Leyon was asking to 
keep her mother's photo for the time being, when he knew he had no connection with it 
whatsoever. 


"T'll help you find your mother." 


Hikari was shocked at his words. What strange phenomenon took place to make Leyon act 
like this? She wanted to know. 


"Are you confused because I'm suddenly being very nice?” Leyon asked. 


Hikari was sure Leyon was a mind reader. How could he be so good at knowing what was 
already on her mind? 


"I don't have any parents. I don't have anyone. I was taken into an orphanage when I was 
nine." Leyon began to tell her his story. "I moved out when I was fifteen. There were days I 
spent sleeping in the streets before I found a decent apartment to live in. It was a hectic life 
for me.” 


Hikari lowered her head to the ground, feeling a sudden heaviness settle in her chest. She 
couldn't tell him anything she knew. She couldn't tell him she knew he had lost his parents at 
a young age. She couldn't tell him she knew he had lost his grandmother soon after that. She 
couldn't tell him she was there by his side during all those painful times. She couldn't tell 
him about the day she saw him get inside the car that would take him to the orphanage. She 
couldn't tell him she was partly at fault for the things that had happened to him. The scar on 
the side of his temple, his memory loss, who she was and what she meant to him; she 
couldn't tell him anything. All she could do was listen to him silently as he told her his story, 
swallowing down all those hard feelings and pushing them to the pit of her stomach. 


"You, your father may be gone, but you still have your mother. I'll help you find her. Because 
I know how it feels like to live without a family, how it feels to be all alone. I don't want you 
to go through all that," Leyon said to Hikari. 


"But, I have you now. I don't feel alone," Hikari said. 


Leyon went speechless at those words. He never expected to hear something like that from 
Hikari. He didn't know what to respond to that, so he decided to bury that topic. 


"T'll get a copy of your mother's picture tomorrow and return the original one to you. You're 
new in this city, aren't you? It'll be difficult for you, so let me help you. I'll ask around for 
your mother's whereabouts in the area." Leyon skilfully changed the subject and went back 
to staring at the sky, but his mind strayed. 
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He didn't know why, but after thinking of what Hikari might have gone through the past few 
months made him sympathise with her. Who knew? He and Hikari might have had a lot in 
common. One thing was for sure to him, Hikari wasn't just a typical, carefree, easy-going 
teenage girl. She'd actually experienced many painful things in her past. She might just be 
the same as him. 


"How long has it been since you arrived in the city?" Leyon asked. 
"About two weeks, I guess," Hikari answered. 
"Then that night I met you for the very first time, you weren't really a hostess, were you?" 


"No, it was a misunderstanding. I lost my way when searching for a job and was led on by a 
woman I met on the street." 


"I see." Leyon felt sorry for Hikari. He had misunderstood her all along. 


"Why were you also there in the Red-Light district that night?" Leyon heard Hikari ask. 
Surprised, he turned to look at her, only to be met with a very dissatisfied look on her face. It 
was as if she was accusing him of being a pervert or some womanizer who had come to have 
some fun with the ladies at night. He suddenly felt very ashamed, although that was not the 
case at all. 


"T-That," Leyon stuttered, "I was being chased by the cops that day for fighting in the streets. 
The Red-Light district was the only place they can't enter, so I ran in there. Don't get the 
wrong idea." 


"I got it now.” Hikari smiled at Leyon. "I knew you were not that kind of person." 
"Hey, I feel insulted." 

"Sorry." 

"Stop apologising.” 

"Okay." 

"By the way, you're getting better and better at typing. Keep it up." 

"Thank you." 


To Leyon, that night was the longest night he'd ever spent, and to Hikari, her most 
memorable one. 


Under the blanket of stars surrounding the crystal-clear night sky, the moon served as the 
only witness to two naive young souls who had found comfort in each other's company. Two 
hearts beating to the same rhythm could only mean one thing. 


"Do you know the reason I called you here today?" the Principal asked Leyon. He leaned 
forward from his chair and crossed his hands on top of his desk. 


"No," Leyon answered. He thought it was weird when he received a call from the Principal 
himself telling him to come to school without fail the previous night. He said there was 
something important he needed to discuss with him. 
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Was this the first, no, the second time he was in the Principal's office? Lately, everyone 
seemed to be getting on his nerves. Why was nobody leaving him in peace? 


"You see, an art exhibition is scheduled to be held in the Augustine's Private Art Gallery next 
month. I suppose you've heard of the place. It's quite famous, apparently. The date and time 
of the event will be announced shortly. It will be a tough competition. They will give out 
pretty awesome awards for the first, second, and third winners. Our school is planning to 
send some students there and I want you to take part in it too," said the Principal. 


"I'm not interested." Leyon didn't waste any time in rejecting him. 


"It's too soon for you to say that, Leyon,” the Principal continued, "Think carefully. It's a 
good opportunity to climb the ladders of society. Many critics will be coming to observe the 
exhibitions. Who knows? You could get famous." 


"I'm not interested in getting famous. And don't you need skilled artists for those kinds of 
exhibitions? What makes you think I'm an artist?" 


"Oh, I've heard about your skills alright. Haven't I witnessed the graffiti on the walls done by 
you?" 


"That's different from actual art," Leyon replied. 


"I see, so you know at least one or two about art.” The Principal smiled slightly. "Nolan was 
not wrong about you then," he said. 


"What?" 


"Actually, your teacher Nolan was the one who recommended I send you. He firmly believes 
you have the potential to make our school proud," the Principal went on. "I heard you're a 
very good art student. I don't know why you gave up being an artist and I don't want to ask, 
but it's not too late to get back on track. You were an art lover once, weren't you?" 


"I don't know what ridiculous stories sir Nolan has told you about me, but those are a thing 
of the past for me. I have no intention of doing art again," Leyon spat coldly. 


"If you're so reluctant, then I have no choice but to threaten you." 
What did he say? Threaten me? My instincts were right. This Principal is crazy. 


"Did you forget? Your second punishment has not been decided by me yet. If you thought 
you could be excused just by cleaning the graffiti off the walls, then you thought wrong. Now 
listen carefully. For your second and last punishment, I order you to take part in that 
exhibition." 


It sounded more like an opportunity than a punishment to Leyon. But then again, when it 
came from a weird, cranky old Principal like him, nothing surprised him anymore. 


"And if I refuse?" said Leyon. 


"You are in no position to refuse. Unless you want to fail this year and remain in the same 
class. Judging from the records, your attendance barely makes up any viable reasons for you 
to pass this year. Do you know what's the minimum attendance mark? By being like this, you 
won't be able to sit for the finals." 


"Like I care," Leyon mumbled, looking down on the floor, clenching his fists. 
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"You're absent from all the tests conducted in your classes. Tell me, what can save you now? 
Be a good student and participate in this upcoming exhibition. Your merit points will be 
counted. This is the only chance I'm giving you for you to be able to sit in the finals." 


"Why are you doing this?" 


"Does a teacher need any reason to help his student?" The Principal picked up a random pen 
from his desk. "Take this pen, for example. A pen is used to write something. Because of this 
pen, many inspiring writers were born. The books that we study today, and the amazing 
people who wrote them, the impounding sea of knowledge that engulfs the world today, all 
started with a pen and paper. Imagine if a pen was made but there were no paper or books in 
this world, would the pen be useful? No, it would be nothing more than a piece of junk. You, 
Leyon, are like this pen. Use yourself where you're needed and you'll shine," he further said. 
"I'm not asking or expecting you to win this competition. But Leyon, know this. I believe in 
you, and so does your teacher, Nolan." 


"Thanks, but no thanks. I won't be taking that chance. So what if I fail this year again? I'll 
just drop out of high school then," Leyon stated cooly. 


"Is there really no way of saving you?" 
"Save? Me? From what? I still have myself. I don't need anyone's interference in my life." 


Saying that, Leyon turned on his heel and walked off. The quiet click of the door was heard 
behind him, and he continued walking down the hallway. The sound of his footsteps seemed 
to echo loud in his ears. What was he doing? He really shouldn't have come to school that 
day. Troubled by so many things, he didn't know what to make of his situation at the 
moment. 


That Principal, what does he think of himself? Leyon scowled and quickened his pace. A 
sudden thought made him stop abruptly in his tracks. He remembered the previous night 
when Hikari mentioned she was a high school graduate. It suddenly made him very upset. Of 
all people, why her? He couldn't help but wonder. Hikari might not be showing it, but deep 
inside, what if she actually thought of him as a loser who couldn't even pass his high school 
exams? What if she was secretly laughing at him? What if she thought he was a worthless, 
incompetent teenager living a very poor, miserable life? 


Loser, loser, loser. His mind chanted the words inside his head. 


For some reason, Leyon didn't like the thoughts running inside his mind. He didn't want to 
look so pathetic in front of Hikari. Something in him wanted him to prove himself to her. If 
he entered and won a prize from that art exhibition, would she look at him differently? 
Would she be proud of him? Would he be able to impress her? 


Wait, impress? Where did that come from? Why in the world would I want to impress a 
homeless cat? "Unbelievable," Leyon scoffed loudly at himself. He didn't know what had 
come over him. But I'm really pathetic, aren't I? I don't want Hikari to see me like this. I 
hate this. I have to do something. 


Leyon might deny it as many times as he wanted but his subconscious already knew his heart 
was starting to waver because of Hikari. She was slowly marking her territory in his life, 
making him feel all sorts of things he couldn't explain, pushing him to do things he had never 
done before, and making him want to become a better person. In her eyes, he wanted to look 
perfect. But was that not allowed? 


126 


It had taken all of his willpower to turn back around. Swallowing all of his pride and ego, 
Leyon went back to the Principal's office. 


Leyon was absentmindedly strolling down the street, returning from school, when he saw a 
familiar figure walking a few steps ahead of him. That can't be... 


"Stray Cat?" Leyon called out. 


Hearing the name call, Hikari turned her head and glanced backwards. She knew that person 
could only be Leyon, and she was right. So she was back to being a stray cat now? 


"What're you doing? Grocery shopping? Didn't we do that just yesterday? Give me those 
bags." Leyon took the bag of groceries from Hikari's hand and continued to walk with her. 


"Thank you," Hikari said through her voice interpreter, looking up to smile warmly at him. 


Leyon felt his heart skip a beat at her smile. He quickly turned away without a word, not 
knowing why he was unable to meet her eyes. Five minutes went by very slowly, and Leyon 
was Starting to feel very uncomfortable in the silence. He looked at Hikari from the corner of 
his eyes. She'd been smiling stupidly for some reason unknown to him since before. 


"Did anything good happen to you today? Why do you keep smiling?” Leyon couldn't stand 
the silence and asked. He watched as Hikari took out her phone and started typing. 


"I finally got a part-time job," Hikari said happily. 
Leyon was surprised, to say the least. "What kind of job is it?" he asked curiously. 


"I will be working as a sign language interpreter. There's an on-campus sign language class 
going on a few blocks down the street. They were hiring potential candidates to teach young 
people sign language, so I signed up for it online. I went for the interview today and got 
selected." 


"You know sign language?” Leyon asked, and saw Hikari nod her head in response. Of 
course, she knows sign language. She can't speak, you idiot. Why did I even ask her that? 
"Are you sure that place is legit? It won't turn out to be some hungry people doing some 
shady business again, will it?" Leyon asked out of concern. 


"I've confirmed it. It's legit." 


"Good for you then," said Leyon. He was going to check that place out for sure sometime 
later. 


"It's all thanks to you. I was able to search for jobs online through this phone. I'm so lucky to 
have found a working place that's just a fifteen-minute walk from your apartment," said 
Hikari. I can finally support you now, Leyon. 


"I'm glad I was able to help. Now that you've found a good part-time job, hurry up and search 
for a new apartment so you can move out of my place," said Leyon. 


"You don't like staying with me?" 
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Hikari's question almost made Leyon trip on his feet. He didn't know how he was supposed 
to answer that. "That's not the point here. The point is you're a girl and I've told you 
countless times. Do I need to say more?" Leyon dodged the original question. 


"Is that so? Okay," replied Hikari. 


What's with that sad expression on her face? Did I say something bad? This girl is too 
complicated. After walking for a bit, they turned a corner and passed by a quiet 
neighbourhood. It was a residential area where many houses lined the street. The sun had 
not set yet, but the street was quite empty, and just two or three people were walking. 


A plain, boring wall at one corner of the street had caught Leyon's attention. There was 
nothing special about it; it was just a wall filled with nothing but a coat of white paint, so 
dull, so boring. But his artistic eyes saw something in it. 


"Stray Cat?" Leyon called. "Go and stand in front of that wall." Hikari looked at him 
questioningly. "Just go and stand there for a second," he repeated. 


Hikari didn't know what Leyon was up to, but nevertheless, went up and awkwardly stood in 
front of the wall, and then looked curiously at Leyon, who was standing a few feet away from 
her. 


"Great job. Let's go," said Leyon, walking off in the other direction. Hikari quickly ran to 
catch up to him. 


Weird. Why did he make me do that? If only she could read his mind... 


They both seemed to be walking for another five minutes when Leyon suddenly stopped and 
stood still. 


"Can we stay here for a bit?" said Leyon, his voice sounding low and desolate. 


Hikari was confused as she watched Leyon from the back. His eyes were shielded by his 
messy, neck-length black hair; she wanted to see the emotions hidden behind those eyes. 
Hikari continued to watch as Leyon placed the bag of groceries and his school bag under a 
tree at the side of the road. She had absolutely no clue of what he was doing or why he had 
asked her to stop there for some time. 


What's going on? Why's he climbing up the tree? Hikari was in a state of complete shock. 
She frantically glanced around, looking to see if anybody saw what Leyon was doing. She 
couldn't tell him to get down from the tree, either. Had he gone crazy? God, I hope nothing 
bad happens. 


Leyon climbed and settled himself on a stray branch sprouting off from the tree. He fixed his 
gaze on something at the front and silently stared at it for seconds whilst Hikari 
uncomfortably stood under him and waited patiently for him to finish whatever business he 
had with that tree so they could go home before anybody noticed them. 


"The house in front," Leyon started to speak. Hikari turned her head and saw it. There, on 
the opposite side of the road, was a solid iron gate serving as the main entrance gate of a 
house. "That house once belonged to my family," Leyon said to her. 


The moment Hikari heard those words, she was immediately overcome with sorrow and 
regret. So Leyon lived in that house before his parents passed away. No wonder she thought 
he was acting strange. She should've been more perceptual about the situation. 
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"Right now, an elderly couple lives there," Leyon continued. "I usually avoid taking a 
shortcut through this neighbourhood, though it's nearer to my apartment. It brings back all 
the sad memories. I don't know why I came here with you today when we could've taken the 
main road.” 


Hikari listened silently without interrupting him. 


"Isn't it strange that my apartment is quite close to this house, and so is my school?" Leyon 
went on, "I was shocked when I found out I was enrolled in that school. Later, when I found 
my apartment, I thought that was also a coincidence... It somehow felt as if my parents were 
still living in that house and they wanted me to be close to them, so they brought me back 
here. Even though I already know they're long gone, there's still a part of me that wishes to 
see them one more time, even if it's just for a second. But I know that wish will never be 
granted." 


As the sun set below the distant horizon, and the all-seeing moon slowly made its way up the 
eastern sky, a sweetness seemed to consume the bitterness drowning in a sea of nostalgic 
memories. 
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Chapter 19: The Picture On The Canvas 
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"I always wonder if I ever went in that house, would my parents be there waiting for me?" 
said Leyon. "I can hear my mom shouting at me, 'Ley, don't run in the house!' On weekends, 
my father would be sitting on a chair, sipping tea with a newspaper, 'Ley, listen to your 
mother,’ he would say though he wasn't paying any attention." Leyon laughed a little and 
continued, "My mom's gentle smile, my father's loving eyes, even now, I can still see it." 


Leyon lowered his head to look at Hikari. Deep blue eyes widened. "What's wrong? Why are 
you crying?” Leyon asked, seeing the tears streaming down Hikari's face. 


Hikari shook her head and sniffed, her eyes unable to meet his gaze. 


"Did my story move you to tears?" Leyon paused a bit. "Don't cry for something foolish like 
this. It's not worth it.” 


How can you call this foolish? You sound like you're not affected, but deep inside, you're 
hurting, aren't you? Hikari wanted to ask him, but stopped herself. Just by hearing you talk 
about your parents, it pains me this much, so how can you not be affected? 


"Stop it. You look ugly when you cry," said Leyon. 


Hikari wiped away the tears and tried to compose herself. She didn't want to look ugly in 
front of him. 


"Eh? Someone came out," Leyon blurted out of the blue. His eyes were drawn to the person 
who had come out the door of the house. From the point where he sat on the tree, he 
observed the owner of the house — an elderly woman — as she walked around the place, 
inspecting the plants on her lawn. Suddenly, the woman turned and looked directly in his 
direction. Leyon shifted nervously in his seat; the woman had spotted him. He felt as though 
he had been caught peeping, though that was partly the case. 


Leyon saw the woman take out what seemed to be a phone from her pocket in a frantic 
manner. She then dialled some number and held the phone to her ear. And with a loud 
shrieky voice, she shouted, "Hello, Police? There's a stranger intently watching me from a 
tree. It's very suspicious, and he looks dangerous. I think he's a Peeping Tom!" 


"What the-? That ugly fat woman," Leyon said angrily and jumped down from the tree. 
"Hikari, it's bad. Let's go." Leyon quickly grabbed his school bag and groceries. "Hey, do you 
hear me?" 


Hikari was in a daze, trying to refrain herself from laughing at Leyon. She had heard 
everything the woman had said from behind the wall of the house, and it was too hilarious. 
Leyon, a Peeping Tom? It was hard to believe a moment ago, she was crying and now she 
wanted to laugh, seeing the extremely annoyed expression on Leyon's face. It was kind of 
cute; he was just like a pouting child throwing a tantrum. 


"Stupid, let's run." Having said that, Leyon grabbed Hikari's hand and started running. 
Hikari followed him blindly. The warmth of his hand on hers was the only thing lingering in 
her mind as they ran to escape from the unexpected situation. 


"Where are we now?" Leyon said, panting heavily. Hikari also tried to catch her breath. 


A sense of familiarity hit Hikari as she glanced around. She had been here before. "Ah, we're 
in the Central Park." Leyon seemed to have confirmed that for her. This was the park she 
came to when she arrived in the city for the first time. 
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A sweet, musky fragrance hung in the air. The cool breeze scattered the shiny pink petals, 
spreading them low on the ground. The faint scent was there, pulling her. By the time she 
realised, Hikari found herself searching for the beautiful wisteria tree — the tree that so 
lovingly embraced and comforted her during the worst time of her life. She remembered 
promising she would come back to see that tree once again, but never got the chance to. But, 
somehow, and unexpectedly, she was here again. 


"Where are you going?" Leyon asked Hikari. Is she going to that wisteria tree? 


Hikari took in a huge breath when she reached there. The wisteria tree stood tall in front of 
her, bright, big and beautiful, just like in her memories. It had been a while. She loved to 
spend time in this magical place. She could feel all her worries fade away for some reason. 
She remembered crying under that tree when she first came there, but now she would smile. 
Because, standing right next to her, was Leyon, the person she cared for the most in her life. 


"So you came here before?" Leyon asked, and Hikari nodded her head. "This is my favourite 
spot. I usually come here when I needed to get my mind off things," he continued. 


"It's a beautiful place," Hikari said through her voice interpreter. 
"Yes, it is," Leyon agreed. 


The sky was completely dark now. Many people had come to the park for an evening stroll. It 
was very lively, but to Leyon and Hikari, that particular moment seemed to have been frozen 
in time as they stood under the beautiful wisteria tree. It was as if it was just the two of them 
living in this world. 


Leyon stole a glance at Hikari. Her eyes almost glowed in the moonlight. Was she always 
this beautiful? He found himself asking and quickly shied away from the ridiculous thought. 
He couldn't explain why he felt an overly sentimental feeling inside his chest whenever he 
glanced at her. 


"A few weeks ago,” Leyon started. The words seemed to leave his mouth so effortlessly when 
he was talking to her. Becoming aware of the pair of dark brown eyes focussing their 
attention on him, he continued, "I met a girl here before." Looking at Hikari, he was 
suddenly reminded of that girl. He didn't know why or for what purpose he was telling Hikari 
about that girl, but he went on, "She was crying that day. I don't know why and I didn't ask. 
But whoever she was, I hope she's doing well." Leyon looked up at the sky and thrust his 
hand in his pockets. 


Hikari lowered her gaze, shifting her focus to the soft grass underneath her feet, and smiled. 
She had not been dreaming that day. The person she met under the tree when she was crying 
was him. It was Leyon all along. She had not mistaken it. He had been there that night. He 
had talked to her even though it was for an insignificant amount of time. 


Leyon, you might probably never find out, but the girl you're speaking of, she's right here 
next to you, Hikari said in her head. 


"Leyon, do you have a dream?" Hikari asked suddenly. 


"A dream?” Leyon looked at Hikari with an unreadable expression. "Someone like me doesn't 
have the luxury to dream," he answered. 


"But there must be something you want to do, something you're very good at. What do you 
want to become in life?” 
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"Beats me," Leyon replied. "Do I really want to become someone remarkable? What's wrong 
with the way I'm living now?" 


"It's not that. You're doing fine even now. But, as human beings, we're all born for a reason. 
Don't you want to contribute something to this world?" 


"For this world? No," Leyon answered flatly. 


"If not for this world, then for someone precious to you, would you consider becoming 
someone great for that person?" 


"Someone precious to me?" Do I even have someone like that? Leyon thought. “I don't 
know... What about you? Do you have a dream?" 


"Of course I do. I want to become a teacher!" 


"A teacher? Hmm... not bad. If it's you, I think you'll become a good teacher," Leyon said, 
and he meant every word. 


"Thank you." 
"That way you'll be contributing a lot to this world just like you wanted." 


"That's true, but you know, more than that, I want to become stronger to protect the ones 
who are precious to me. That's why I want to become someone great in the future, so I will 
have the power to help others in need." Hikari smiled at Leyon. 


"It seems like you have someone special to you," said Leyon. 


After a long pause, Hikari answered, "I do. That person is the reason I'm still living. He's the 
sole reason why I strive so hard even now." 


"He's lucky to have you caring for him so deeply.” Leyon felt his chest tightening when Hikari 
said that she already had someone in her heart. A small part of him shamelessly wished he 
was that person in her heart. What's wrong with me? Leyon didn't understand why he was 
feeling so upset all of a sudden. 


"That person doesn't know how much I think about him," said Hikari. 
What? So it's an unrequited love? Leyon thought. 


"But, I still want to live for that person. I want to become the best version of myself if it's for 
that person," Leyon heard Hikari's voice interpreter smoothly expressing Hikari's deep- 
rooted feelings. 


"Don't worry. I'll be sure to punch that brainless idiot in the face the moment I meet him," 
Leyon growled. Whoever that person in Hikari's mind was, he hated him. 


Hikari chuckled slightly as she watched his reaction. 
"I don't want him to feel any pain, though," said Hikari. 


"What? Even now you're defending him? All the more reason to punch him even harder," 
Leyon stressed. 


If you could punch yourself, that is. Hikari laughed harder. 
"Why do you keep laughing?" Leyon growled in irritation. 
Hikari shook her head. 
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"The truth is," Leyon confessed, "I had a dream once... Now, the dream is like that star." 
Leyon looked up and pointed his finger to the only star that was next to the moon — Venus, 
the evening star, the first star to appear after the sunset. "It's very far and no matter how 
much I try, I'll never be able to reach it," he said with a voice that sounded dry and gloomy. 


"Nothing is impossible," said Hikari. 


Leyon watched as Hikari stretched her hand upwards as if she was trying to grab the star and 
turned to him. With the same hand tightly clenched, she ran over to him and gently placed it 
over his chest, and opened her palm. She then retreated with a smile. 


What just happened? Leyon went speechless. He could hear his heart rapidly pounding 
inside his chest. What's wrong with me? He watched as Hikari made some hand signs at 
him, signs he didn't understand. "Are you using sign language on me?” Leyon asked. "Hey, 
tell me what they mean." 


Hikari playfully placed her index finger over her lips as if to say it was a secret. 


Leyon had never felt a feeling quite this strong. He was seeing another new side of Hikari. 
Being with her was the best comfort he could ever ask for, the type of comfort he didn't want 
to share with anyone else. 


The morning after, Leyon had woken up very early and went out even before Hikari was up. 


He came back to the street in the neighbourhood where he and Hikari had passed through 
the previous night. 


Standing rigid in front of him was the plain, boring wall coated in white. He recalled the 
image of a confused-looking Hikari standing before the same wall just the night before; there 
was a reason he had asked her to do that. 


As expected, no one was in sight. It was the perfect time to do what he had come here to do 
in the first place. 


The carry bag he had been carrying with him dropped with a loud clank on the ground beside 
his feet. Inside the bag were spray cans, brush paints, gloves, markers, nozzles, and some 
other equipment. He needed to do this quick before anybody saw him. He didn't like the 
prospect of having to deal with the local police if someone were to catch and report him on 
the spot. But then again, it would be fun to engage in a game of chase after feeling bored for 
so long; the thrill would be very rewarding. 


Leyon knew very well what he was going to do now was against the law, and if caught, would 
pay a heavy penalty for it, but when had that ever stopped him? Consider it as him doing a 
favour for this unspeakably ugly society by adding a little colour to its seemingly dull world. 


What is a wall if not just a giant blank canvas? Leyon smirked and took a step forward. 


Long after Leyon had gone to school, Hikari took the road down the same neighbourhood, 
walking to her workplace. As she kept treading down her path, she came across some 
strangers whispering among themselves. 
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"Did you see that wall? It was completely untouched yesterday, but how did it become like 
that today? 


"You're right. I was so surprised this morning. Whoever did that sure is incredible." 

"I know, right? It looks so realistic." 

"I thought the wall looked so boring in that colour before, but not anymore." 

"It would be a shame to wash that off." 

"Totally. The faceless artist did an awesome job. I'm glad such cool people are out there." 
"Me too." 


Wall? What are they talking about? Hikari wondered. She could see some more people 
gathering a few distances ahead. Her curiosity intensified, and she went over to check out 
what the fuss was all about. 


The moment Hikari saw the wall in front, she stopped breathing, her eyes widening in 
disbelief. Her heart drummed wildly inside her chest. She stared, awestruck, severely 
mesmerized by the sight before her. 


Like an angel sent from heaven, the huge figure on the wall existed in a world that was solely 
made for her. The art was that of a fragile-looking angel, spreading her spectacular, 
feathered wings under a dazzling white light, purifying the chaos of the treacherous world. 
Her eyes were deep and alluring, and as serene as the first drops of morning dew, pure, 
bright, and innocent. She looked absolutely breath-taking. 


Only one person came to Hikari's mind. Leyon was the only one who could've done it... 
Because the image of that angel on the wall bore a strong resemblance to Hikari herself. 


"So tasty,” Gil exclaimed in satisfaction. "Big sis is such a great cook." 


Sitting on the rooftop eating lunch during the school break hours were Leyon and Gil. Over a 
few days, they had somehow become quite close. Although, Gil was the one who initiated 
everything and tried to get close to Leyon. 


"You're eating too much. Leave some for me," Leyon protested. 


"It's because big sis' homemade lunch is super delicious," Gil replied, taking another bite of 
egg rolls. 


Leyon furrowed his eyebrows in annoyance. "Don't you have better friends to hang out with? 
Does it make sense for a junior to hang out with a senior like this?" 


"I don't care. And just so you know, I don't have any friends." 
"So you are also a big loser, I see." 


"Besides, nobody cares for delinquents like us. Even the teachers look at us like we're some 
kind of disease-carrying insects," said Gil. Putting his hands over his head, he laid down on 
the ground next to where Leyon was sitting. 
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"You may be right about that." Leyon hid his eyes under his hair. 
"Big bro, is something wrong?" Gil asked. 


"No. And stop calling me big bro. Didn't you call me by my name the first time we met? I 
remember you saying you were going to kill me too." Leyon glared at Gil. "What changed?" 


Gil awkwardly laughed aloud. "Well, many things have happened. Come on, please don't 
hold any grudges with me now," Gil pleaded. "I've changed for the better. And yeah, what's 
wrong with calling you big bro since you're older?" 


"It's kind of annoying.” 
"But I still want to call you that." 
"... Do as you wish." 


"Big bro sure is lucky, getting to eat such good food made by big sis every day." Gil sighed. "I 
wish I also had a girlfriend." 


Leyon wanted to snort at him. Girlfriend? How can she be my girlfriend when she already 
has another guy on her mind? Leyon thought, remembering the night Hikari confessed she 
already had someone she loved. But Gil and Ray seemed to think that Hikari was his 
girlfriend and no matter how much he denied it, they never believed him. If she really 
became his girlfriend, how would the whole situation turn out? The idea of it didn't seem so 
bad. 


"Everything is complicated for me," Gil blurted out. 
"Gil?" Leyon called, "Why did you become a delinquent?" 
"Me? Why are you suddenly curious?" 

"Just answer me. Is it a story that is difficult to tell?” 
"Not really. Since it's you asking, I'll tell you." 


"I was born out of a one-night stand. My mom was a hostess working in a bar. I've been 
neglected since birth, you know. I don't know who my dad is and my mom never got married 
to my dad. She raised me up by herself," Gil began to narrate his life story. 


"So you're an only child, eh?" Leyon asked in between. 


"No. I have a half-sister. My mother met her father when he came to the bar as a customer, 
and she fell in love. But he swindled a lot of money from a powerful figure and ran away 
when my sister was two years old. My mom had no choice but to pay off the debt by selling 
her body every night. It was for work, she used to say whenever I asked. That old hag," Gil 
spat disgustedly. 


Leyon listened quietly. Everyone seemed to have their own valid reasons for doing the things 
they did. No matter how big or small the problems were, the impact would always be 
magnanimous. 


"I hated that she did such kind of work. So I became rebellious and started doing a lot of 
shitty things to agitate her. I even got arrested and was detained in a juvenile detention 
centre two times in a row. I told her I'd stop if she quit doing that disgusting work." 


"Did she?" 
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"Nah. Even now she's still working in a nameless bar somewhere." 
"Don't you hate living this way?" Leyon asked, picking up a water bottle to drink. 


"I'm used to it," Gil replied. "For a nobody like me, what can I do with this life of mine? I'll 
keep enjoying this little amount of freedom I have now before I die." 


"It's your life to live. I have nothing to say." 
"What about you, big bro? How did you turn out like this?" 
"I'm not telling you." 


"Heh?! That's so mean." 


Cup noodles, cup noodles... Blue eyes roamed up and down the neatly arranged shelves in 
the middle of a convenience store late in the evening. When Leyon finally spotted the object 
he was searching for, he drew his hand out to grab it but collided with another person's 
outstretched hand in the process. 


"You, what are you doing here?" Leyon heard the person next to him speak. And as he turned 
his head to identify the said person, he came face to face with none other than his own 
teacher, Nolan. 


"Isn't it obvious? I'm here to shop," Leyon responded half-heartedly. 
"Ah, I see." 

There was a long pause of silence. 

"What brings you here, sir?" Leyon finally asked. 


Nolan was surprised. It was unusual for Leyon to strike up a conversation so casually like 
that, but he replied nonetheless, "I'm also here for the same thing you are." 


"Do you like cup noodles?" Leyon asked Nolan, as he began to put the cup noodles on his 
shopping basket. 


"Not exactly. But my daughter loves them. I came with her, you see. She's in middle school." 
"Is that so?" Leyon turned his head to the shelf, sounding uninterested. 


"Well, she must be around here somewhere." Nolan looked around, but did not spot his 
daughter anywhere. "She must be in another section of the store," he guessed. 


"I see," Leyon replied, putting more cup noodles of different flavours on his shopping basket. 
"Do you like cup noodles too?" Nolan asked. 


"IT don't like it that much, but it's not bad," Leyon answered. Actually, a certain someone 
loves them to death. An image of Hikari popped up in his head and he almost smiled. 


"I see." Their conversation was getting nowhere. Nolan felt it was pathetic. They were 
supposed to be teacher and student, yet they had nothing worthy to talk about in each other's 
presence. But what could he expect from himself? He was an awful teacher, after all. 
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Another long pause later, "I heard you entered your name for the art exhibition that's to be 
held next month," said Nolan. 


"News travels fast in school," Leyon replied. 
"I'm genuinely happy for you. You deserve it." 


"Happy? For me? Who are you to tell me all these things? Besides, aren't you the one who 
recommended me to the Principal?" 


"It seems you have heard." 

"Don't act like you know everything about me," Leyon spat coldly. 
"I don't. What I said was only the truth." 

"Who asked you?" 


"Why do you always act like this?" Nolan extended a hand, but Leyon flinched and stepped 
back. 


"I don't know why you're suddenly interested in me after all this time. What's the reason? 
You could've just turned a blind eye to me just like you did years ago. What changed?" Leyon 
glared at Nolan. 


"I'm only trying to do what's best for my student." 
"Acting like the best teacher of the year, huh? Give me a decent reason to believe you." 


"Do I always need to have a reason for the things I do? And, you, let me ask you. If you were 
so annoyed because I recommended you to the Principal to make you enter the exhibition as 
a competitor, why did you accept? Can you give me a reason for that?" 


Those words were a direct attack to Leyon. He didn't know how to counter them. The reason 
was something he couldn't blurt out so carelessly. "That's..." 
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Chapter 20: A Change In Direction 


"What's holding you back? Why can't you give me a reason?" Nolan peered at Leyon as if 
trying to read his mind. 


"That's none of your business." 


"Let's drop this topic." Nolan surrendered. "Whatever it is, I'm sure you had a pretty good 
reason for participating in the art exhibition. I know you'll do well." 


Leyon fake-laughed. "Are you afraid I might use this as a chance to sully the entire school's 
name by doing extremely poorly in the competition?" 


"That is something I have thought of. You won't do anything reckless, will you?" 
"Rest assured. I have no intention of ruining the school's reputation. I will not lose." 


"I'm glad then." Nolan heaved an enormous sigh of relief. Sending Leyon out there was like 
sending a monster out to war. It could not but end in disaster; a monster would never know 
the difference between friend or foe. It was a risky move, but to save this child from that 
ongoing cycle of hatred and self demolition, it was a risk he was willing to take. 


Leyon was feeling very irritated. Just when was his teacher going to leave? It had been so 
long standing stock still in the snacks aisle of the convenience store. Nolan was like that one 
teacher who would never shut up once he started talking. No wonder the students avoided 
him during recess. 


"Are you eating properly at home?" Leyon heard his teacher ask again. 
"What do you mean, properly? You think I'm eating rocks or something?" 
"I was just looking out for you. You don't have to sound so annoyed." 


"Then thank you so much for asking, but I am quite busy fattening myself at home with 
decently cooked food every day, so I don't need your concern," Leyon answered sarcastically. 


"That's all I want to know." 
"Do you hate talking with me?” Nolan asked. 
"It's not entirely comfortable, but I don't hate it," Leyon replied. 


"I see... It would be nice if you talked to me more, not as a teacher and a student, but more 
comfortably.” 


"Talk comfortably about what?" Leyon spat, his temper rising. "My life problems? Who are 
you? My dad?" Leyon knew he was being very disrespectful, but he couldn't stop himself. He 
hated the tone of his teacher's voice, pretending to sound so concerned, when, in reality, he 
wasn't. Since when had he ever cared about him? 


"Are you having problems in life?" Nolan asked stupidly. 
"No!" Leyon exclaimed loudly, getting a little flustered. 
"Are you facing any difficulty-" 

"Like I said, it's none of your concern." 


Nolan sported an unreadable expression for a brief second before saying, "Why are you still 
stuck in the past, Leyon? Why can't you come out of it?" 
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"Aaaabh!" A bloodcurdling scream interrupted them. 
"What's going on?" Leyon said out loud. 


"It's a robbery. He has a knife, and he's taken a hostage." A random customer relayed the 
information in panic, running inside. 


"A robbery?" Nolan glanced at the stranger. "My daughter, where is she? Anna?" Nolan 
called loudly and ran off in search of his daughter. 


"That stupid teacher," Leyon muttered and ran after Nolan. 


"Nobody move. I have a knife in my hands," the robber shouted, pointing the knife at the 
people in the store. Many took a step backwards, frightened by his actions. "If you don't want 
me to kill this little girl, give me all the money from the counter." 


"Anna?!" Nolan arrived at the scene. His eyes widened in shock at what he saw. 
"Papa!" Anna answered him, tears streaming down her face. 


"Quiet, don't talk," the robber hissed at Anna, tightening his arm on her neck while his other 
hand pointed the knife near to her throat. 


"Don't hurt my daughter," Nolan begged helplessly. 

"If you want me to let her go, give me all the money from the store now!" 

"What are you doing? Give him what he wants," Nolan yelled at the cashier in uniform. 
"B-but," the cashier stuttered. 


"Are you going to watch him kill my daughter?" Nolan shouted in desperation. "Hurry and 
give him the money." 


At that, the cashier started putting the money in a bag. The robber glanced back and forth in 
a very alert manner. 


Leyon watched in silence, his brain racking for a way to do something about the situation. 
Leyon carefully studied the robber's appearance. He was dressed in simple jeans and a black 
open jacket with a mask covering his face. He wasn't tall but was of medium build. Leyon 
guessed he was probably a jobless man in his twenties, most likely a repeated offender at 
that. Judging by the way he was skilfully holding the knife, Leyon could tell this wasn't his 
first time raiding a store. 


"I have a plan," Leyon said in a voice only Nolan could hear. Nolan looked at him 
immediately, his eyes filled with desperation and fear. "Keep distracting him," Leyon uttered, 
and quietly slithered backwards unnoticed. 


Distract him? How? Nolan was left alone in confusion. 


"Hurry up," the robber shouted at the cashier. "I swear if any of you call the cops, you'll see 
this little girl die before your eyes!" 


"Step aside!" Leyon shouted from the back. Everyone turned to him. 


Holding a glass bottle filled with soda, Leyon sprinted in the robber's direction and threw the 
bottle at him, hitting him hard in the face. 
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Nolan stared in wonder. How was Leyon able to hit him with such precision and accuracy 
from that distance? His eyes couldn't even see the bottle when it was thrown in the air. 


"Argh! My eyes." The robber staggered backwards in pain, momentarily loosening his hold 
on his hostage. Leyon rushed forward at the speed of light and quickly disarmed the robber. 
Using his free hand, Leyon pushed Anna towards Nolan before implanting a heavy kick on 
the robber's stomach, knocking him to the ground. 


Everything happened in the span of a few seconds. Both the robber and Leyon were now on 
the ground, battling each other with Leyon strangling him on top. In his defence, the robber 
managed to kick Leyon off of him and stood up. Taking that chance, he took out another 
knife from his jacket and lunged for Anna. 


"You bitch! This is all your fault. You foiled my plans. I'll kill you!" In his mentally deranged 
state, he was fully determined to kill Anna. 


Nolan, upon seeing what the robber was about to do, immediately shielded his daughter with 
his body and shut his eyes tightly. Any moment, and he was sure the knife would painfully 
penetrate his skin. 


Drops of blood stained the white, porcelain tiled floor. Nolan opened his eyes soon after. He 
didn't feel the pain he was supposed to feel from the stab. Confused, he turned around but 
was met with a horrifying sight. Indeed, the robber had not stabbed him. But, standing 
before him, was Leyon, with his right hand drenched in blood, clutching the blade of the 
knife that was supposed to have stabbed him. 


"You lowly human being," Leyon growled at the robber. "Just because you can't fight me 
doesn't mean you can take it out on someone weaker than you, bastard." 


After that, four or five adult males from the store came forward and tackled the robber to the 
ground, holding him in place. The sirens blew loudly outside on the street, signalling that the 
police had arrived. 


"B-Brother," Anna stammered. She tearfully handed Leyon her plain white handkerchief 
after seeing the amount of blood that was gushing out of his hand and dripping on the floor. 


"Thank you," Leyon replied softly, taking the handkerchief. He tied the cloth around his 
injured hand. 


"We must get it treated. Hurry," Nolan said in alarm, but the loud intervention from the 
police barging into the store interrupted him. They quickly arrested the robber and 
handcuffed him. 


"Is the hostage safe?" one of the police officers asked. 
"She is," Nolan replied to the officer, hugging his daughter. 
"We need to have a word," said the officer. 


"Yes, but before that, we must treat this boy's injur- eh? Leyon? Where did he go?" Nolan 
looked around in the store but did not spot Leyon. 


"Are you talking about the hero who saved your daughter?" asked the officer. "Where is he? 
We'd like to thank him for his heroic deeds, too. This cannot be overlooked." 


"He was just here a moment ago. How come no one saw him leave?" 


Nolan glanced around, but only saw the violent robber being led to the police car. 
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"Anna, stay with this kind officer for a second. Papa needs to go after Leyon. You 
understand, don't you?" Nolan requested his daughter, and she agreed. "Papa will be back 
soon. Officer?" 


"Leave her to me," the officer answered knowingly. 


Outside the convenience store, Leyon had been walking a few distances away from the place, 
tightly holding his injured hand, when a familiar voice shouted at him from the back. 


"Leyon, come back!" Nolan shouted, running towards him. 
Leyon turned around to meet his teacher. 

"What do you want now?" 

"Come with me. Let's get your hand treated." 

"It's fine. I can manage," Leyon rejected him. 


"Just come with me. It needs to be properly treated." Nolan extended his hand and lightly 
grabbed Leyon's arm, but Leyon violently pulled away from him. 


"What are you doing? Let me go," Leyon said in irritation. 


"You're supposed to draw in the art competition with that hand. It's less than a month. How 
can you not get it treated?" Nolan said in a concerned tone. 


"T'll be fine." 
"No, let's go now.” 
"If I say I'm fine, then I'm fine!" Leyon shouted angrily. 


Nolan finally gave up, knowing Leyon was never going to listen to his words. He watched in 
agony at Leyon's blood-stained hand. The once pure white handkerchief had been dyed red. 
This kid, is he really going to be fine on his own? Nolan worried, but if he forced him any 
further, he was afraid Leyon would run away. But was letting him go the right thing to do? 


"Do you want me to tell you," Leyon started, "... the thing I hate the most about you?" 
Nolan stared at Leyon, unable to read his eyes. "What are you saying?” 


"Yes, it's exactly that!" Leyon shouted. "That filthy look in your eyes, that! The eyes full of 
pity that are looking at me, your eyes!" 


"Hey-" 


"Why? Why do you look at me like that? Is it because I don't have any parents? Do I look like 
a poor beggar to you? I don't need your pity. Just mind your own business and stop acting 
like you understand me." Leyon was practically spouting the words he had been hiding deep 
within his heart. 


"Calm down," Nolan said, his eyebrows knitting in despair. 
"I don't need your sympathy. I'm fine alone." 
"I get it. I get it," Nolan repeated. "I won't hold you back anymore." 


"Can I go back home now?" With that said, Leyon turned to leave. 
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"Why?" Nolan's voice was low, almost hesitant. "Why did you save my daughter?" Leyon 
stopped in his tracks and stood still with his back turned. 


"Why, you ask? I only did what I should've done in that situation." 


"What if the person that man was about to stab was not my daughter, but you? He could've 
killed you." 


“But he didn't. I'm still alive, aren't I?" 


"Why did you jump in and take his knife with your bare hands, knowing you would get hurt 
in the process?" You could've just let him stab me. Then I wouldn't feel so... so... 


"Look, I'm not so weak as to get killed by someone like him. Whatever I did, I did it on my 
own whim do so what's up with all the questions?" Leyon asked, getting irritated for the 
umpteenth time that day. 


"I didn't think you'd have such little regard for your own life. Aren't you afraid of death?" 


"I am afraid of death, but if it's to save an innocent person's life, I don't care if I risk this 
worthless life I have. After all, I don't have a mother or a father to cry over my loss. And 
besides, I'm not living for anyone either, so what's the big deal?" Leyon laughed bitterly. 
"Your daughter, she's precious to you, isn't she? Even a degenerate like me can see that. Just 
be grateful and go back to her." 


"One day, maybe in the distant future, when you have a person who's more precious to you 
than anything else in this world, would you still throw your life away so carelessly like that 
just to save a stranger? Would you be able to leave that person all alone and die just like 
that?" Nolan asked one last time, but Leyon did not reply and simply walked off. 


A steady stream of rain splattered on the cold, hard ground, and then a bolt of lightning lit 
up the sky. Leyon affirmed he was by far the unluckiest human to have set foot on earth. The 
rainfall got heavier and louder, but he was still far from reaching his destination. As he 
walked back home, drenched from head to toe, he couldn't help but ponder on the string of 
events that had happened that night. 


For some reason, Nolan's words would not leave his mind, irritating him to the point of 
aggression. "Why are you still stuck in the past, Leyon?" 


The past? I wonder... why I'm still stuck there. 
Flashbacks after flashbacks intruded his mind. 


Yes, it all started that day, the day I was enrolled in Rigel Shade High School. I was nine 
years old. The first few months went by smoothly. I was doing well in my studies. During 
recess, I would play with the kids whom I considered my true friends. I thought I finally fit 
in. I was happy. Until... 


"Hey, Leyon? Can I borrow your homework? I promise I'll return tomorrow!" It was a 
friend who asked. Of course, I handed it to him without any hesitation. Because he was my 
friend. 


"Leyon, where's your homework?" the teacher asked me the next day. I looked at Victor, the 
one who had taken my book the previous day. Victor ignored my gaze and turned away. 


When I noticed the handwriting in the homework book that Victor had presented to the 
teacher as his own, I spoke up. "That's my book," I said. 
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"What do you mean? This is Victor's. He has his name written on it." The teacher would not 
believe me, but I had already expected that. Victor had completely erased my name from 
my book and entered his own. I kept quiet because something in me didn't want to expose 
my good friend. 


I was punished... 


Later, when I confronted Victor, he called me a betrayer and pushed me. I didn't know then 
that a moment of recklessness would affect me so deeply. 


I punched Victor and broke his tooth... 


"Look at my child's face. How could this school be so irresponsible? Letting a country bum, 
who doesn't even have any parents to teach him decent manners, do something so 
outrageous to my poor son." 


"Ma'am, please calm down. It is the school's responsibility. We will pay for his medical 
bills." 


"Do you know who my husband is? Do you know how much he invests in this school? He 
basically pays your salary!" 


"We're very sorry, ma'am." 


I looked at the teachers bowing their heads so low they almost touched the ground, 
apologizing over and over again to that seemingly high-class madam. 


However, when the truth was spilt, when the homework book was found to have originally 
belonged to me, I thought justice was served. But the person who threw his fists first would 
never be right under any circumstances. 


I thought Victor's mother, after finding out the truth, would reprimand Victor for his 
wrongdoing, but she turned against me instead. 


"IT don't believe it. My son is not that type of kid. That horrible country bum must have 
forced my son." 


I wanted to applaud the madam for protecting her son so well. I remember thinking then, 
'Ah, if my mother were still alive, would she protect me against this vile woman's slander?' 
She would. My mother definitely would have defended me. 


I was told to bow my head and apologize, but I refused. 


I was spanked many times as punishment. They kept repeating, "Why does this child never 
cry?" like that was the most normal thing to say. No, that was what they wanted me to do. 
To cry. So they could prove their dominance and authority over a child like me in the name 
of discipline. 


I never cried. I had no reason to, but for some reason, that behaviour agitated them even 
more. After that, the teachers didn't like me very much. My academic performance 
tremendously dropped. And all my so-called friends disappeared one by one until I was left 
all alone... 


"This painting is very good. So what's the name of the kid who drew this again?" 


"It's Leyon, Principal sir. He was the winner of the art competition held in our school last 
week. He is the only student qualified enough to be sent to participate at the national level. 
That art competition coming this August-" 


145 


"But this kid, eh? I'm sceptical. Who got second place?" 
"Damon, sir." 


"Damon? Do you mean the son of the Vice-Chancellor of Alpine Rich University? The most 
outstanding University of our nation?" 


"Uh, yes." 


"Do you know how much he financially supports our school? We must choose his son. Send 
him in place of Leyon." 


"But sir?" 


"Connections, Dustin, connections are important to establish a stable foundation. And our 
school needs his help." 


"T'll do as you say." 


Thad heard it all from behind the door when I came to submit an apology letter they had 
forced me to write. I never thought the words would strike me so hard. I spotted my teacher 
Dustin taking some amount of money handed to him by the Principal. I had been careful 
not to get caught, but another teacher in the room saw me. It was Nolan. He never 
approached me, nor said a word, though he knew I had seen everything and ran away. 


Just like that, an orphan like me, who had no name, fame or money, was discarded and 
abandoned. 


The adult world was like that — cold, heartless and full of opportunistic hungry leeches 
under human skin. I was but an innocent kid who unknowingly got himself tangled in their 
crazy game of chess. 


So, I was happy when I heard that the corrupted Principal had retired... 


Things would only get worse day by day for me. I couldn't remember just when the 
bullying started. I guess I was in middle school at the time. Teachers turned a blind eye and 
pretended not to have noticed the bruise on my face, my swollen eyes and blood-stained 
lips. 


"Why don't you just go get hit by a truck? No one cares." 
"Go kill yourself." 

"Everyone hates you." 

"Why are you still alive?" 

The voices never stopped haunting me. 


Sometimes, when I was in the school field, getting beat up by my classmates during recess, 
I saw Nolan watching me from the third floor of our school, his expression always cold and 
unreadable. For a minute, he would stare blankly at me, then turn and walk away. I hated 
him. I hated his silent stare, the stare that seemed to pierce through my soul, but did 
nothing to help me. 


I hated almost everyone... 


I remember the day I fought back my bullies and won. That feeling of pointless victory... 
was quite addictive. Classmates and bullies alike stopped bothering me after that. For 
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years, I fought and made trouble in school. I didn't care. It didn't matter if I got hurt 
because I couldn't feel the pain anymore. My only purpose was to pay them back for 
everything they had done to me in the past. Everyone was terrified at the sight of me and I 
enjoyed being at the centre of attention. 


The teachers hated me too. But the school could not expel me because I was a student who 
had special needs. I was an orphan. They couldn't just throw me away so easily unless they 
wanted to butt heads with the law. 


I started skipping school and went to fight in the streets. No one knew. Even if they did, 
they wouldn't care. And they still ask why I've become the person I am today? Honestly, I 
don't know the answer. But I don't blame anyone for the person I've become. It was all by 
choice... 


Leyon dragged himself to his apartment. The relentlessly pouring rain would not stop hitting 
his body violently underneath the rage. 


"One day, maybe in the distant future, when you have a person who's more precious to you 
than anything else in this world, would you still throw your life away so carelessly like that 
just to save a stranger? Would you be able to leave that person all alone and die just like 
that?" 


The words rang in his head. Thoughts of Hikari flooded his mind as he recalled those words. 


Hikari? What exactly are you to me? 
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Chapter 21: Shelter Of The Heart 


Rain splattered hard against the window, drawing Hikari's gaze to the tempestuous weather 
outside. In the distance, the atmosphere looked dark and threatening. Why was Leyon not 
back yet? Hikari didn't know why, but she was having a bad feeling about it. 


I'm sure he's taking shelter from the rain somewhere. He didn't even take an umbrella with 
him, Hikari thought worriedly. Sometimes, the weather could be so unpredictable. Hikari 
decided to wait for a bit. If Leyon didn't come back after five minutes, she would go out to 
fetch him. 


Another bolt of lightning lit up the room, followed by thunder. A few moments later, the door 
opened with a click, and a tall shadow stood there motionless near the entrance for a few 
seconds. Hikari rushed out to meet him. 


Hikari watched Leyon as he shook off the rain in the doorway and staggered into the room. 
He was completely drenched and shivering. 


"Sorry. I came empty-handed. I wasn't able to buy anything," Leyon said, but Hikari didn't 
seem to hear him. 


Her eyes were instead focussed on his right hand that was soaked in red. Blood? Hikari was 
horrified. She immediately reached out and took his hand in hers, inspecting the fatal wound 
on his hand. She took off the blood-stained handkerchief and almost fainted in shock at the 
sight. She dragged Leyon by the arms and made him settle down on the floor beside the table 
while she went to take the first-aid kit. 


Leyon observed everything Hikari was doing without a word. 


Coming back, Hikari placed the first aid kit on the table and proceeded to disinfect his 
wound. He flinched slightly at the stinging sensation, but did not pull away. 
"You're crying again," Leyon said dully. 


Hikari looked up in surprise, and their eyes met for a brief second before Hikari glanced 
down to focus on his wound. She didn't know how and when the tears began to stream down 
her face. She sniffed, wiping her eyes with the back of her hands, but the tears just wouldn't 
stop. 


"Will you stop crying?” Hikari heard Leyon speak to her again. 
But... but the blood wouldn't stop flowing. Hikari cried some more. 


"This kind of injury is nothing. It'll heal on his own," Leyon assured her. He hated when she 
cried. Come to think of it, whenever Hikari cried, the reason was always related to him, and 
he didn't like it. 


Hikari didn't so much as glance at him. To Leyon, it seemed like she wasn't listening to him. 
But she was too preoccupied with dressing up his wound. 


Hikari dropped her arms and rested her hands at the sides after she was done with the 
dressing. 


Leyon could see how much she was shaking. He wanted to touch her face and wipe off those 
tears, but he stopped himself. Shaking his head, he shifted his gaze to the floor, afraid if he 
looked at Hikari, he wouldn't be able to resist the urge to touch her. He didn't know why it 
pained him so much to see her cry. 


"Every time I see you, your face is always covered in tears," he said in a matter-of-fact tone. 
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“The same goes for you,” Hikari answered in her head. “Every time I see you, you're always 
covered in blood.” 


"Stop crying. I'll go get changed." Saying that, Leyon got up. He thanked her for bandaging 
his hand and went to take out some clean clothes from his closet before heading to the 
bathroom. 


Later, as they both sat on the bed and talked, Leyon did not hesitate to explain everything 
that had happened to him to Hikari, hoping it'd lessen her worry. 


At least she stopped crying. Leyon felt relief wash over him at that. 


"Why did you come back home? You could've gone to get your hand treated in the hospital," 
said Hikari through her voice interpreter. 


"You wouldn't understand," Leyon replied. "Why are you glaring at me like that?” 
Hikari continued to glare at him, as if asking him to spill the truth. 


"I... was scared... of the police," Leyon confessed, turning his head away from Hikari in 
embarrassment. 


Hikari suddenly burst out laughing. 


"What? You don't know how scary that is. Do you know how many times I've been chased by 
the police for doing- ugh whatever, forget it." Leyon pouted, refusing to look at Hikari. 


"I'm sorry," Hikari apologised, and she stopped laughing. 


"You're such a weird girl. One moment you're crying and the next moment you're smiling," 
said Leyon, staring at Hikari's face, that was now replaced by a breath-taking smile. He tried 
to keep his emotions at bay, refusing to admit to himself that Hikari was cute when she 
smiled. 


That night, Leyon suffered a severe fever attack. It was most likely from staying out in the 
rain for too long. The fever would go down, but then come back again. 


As Leyon slipped in and out of consciousness, he saw a shadowy figure tending to him. But 
this time, he could tell the person was Hikari. The situation felt so familiar, as if it had 
happened before. 


Something in his mind clicked. It was that night. Leyon remembered. The night he came 
back all beaten and bruised from the fight club, Hikari had been there. She was the one who 
took care of him that whole night. Leyon remembered bits and pieces of the memory, but 
could not forget the sense of comfort he felt then. Hikari looked after him exactly the way his 
mother did when he fell sick; he could never forget that. 


Leyon felt the cool compress touch his skin as Hikari placed a wet cloth over his burning 
forehead. She shifted slightly on his bed, about to get up, but he grabbed her hand and held it 
firmly, almost needily. 


"Stay. Don't go," he said quietly, "Stay like this... till I fall asleep." He closed his eyes. Hikari's 
hand was warm to the touch. He didn't want her to leave. 


She smells like home, like mother. I've always been alone so having someone take care of 
me like this when I'm sick... this sensation... it's comforting. 
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For a person like him who had forgotten what warmth and tenderness felt like, Hikari was 
the burning flame that melted the coldness in his heart. He wanted to lose himself in this 
newfound warmth. 


For the first time in a very long time, Leyon could feel the loneliness fade away slowly until 
there was no trace of it left behind. 


One week later... 


"We're here,” Leyon announced, dragging a clueless Hikari by the wrist to the place. A large 
apartment complex stood before them. "Let's go in." 


"This is your new apartment," said Leyon as soon as they entered the room. 


Hikari stood dumbly by the entrance, staring at Leyon in a daze. Her apartment? What was 
he talking about? 


"I know you must be confused. Let me explain," Leyon started. "I asked Ray to look into an 
apartment for you. This is the one he found." 


But why? Why did you do all this? Did staying together with me make you that upset? 
Hikari felt heat rush to her eyes. She didn't want to cry there, not around him again. 


"It's not because I don't want to stay with you. I'm not chasing you out or anything," Leyon 
clarified, as if reading her mind. "You're a girl, so I thought you might need some privacy and 
all. This place isn't bad at all." Leyon looked at her expectantly. His gaze immediately 
dropped to the ground upon seeing her blank look. "Do you think I'm being selfish? I decided 
everything on my own without telling you. Are you upset with me?" He looked up, feeling 


guilty. 


Hikari shook her head and smiled at Leyon, seeing the sad expression on his face. She 
couldn't blame him for doing something like this. She had also been searching for a decent 
apartment to live in the past few days. Just that she hadn't thought the day she'd move out of 
Leyon's apartment would arrive so soon. Maybe it was for the best. A boy and a girl living 
together under the same roof; that really didn't make any sense. 


Hikari circled her eyes around her apartment room. It was quite spacious and big compared 
to Leyon's room. It was also fully furnished. The walls were neat, and the floor was clean and 
tidy. It was a perfect, cosy living space fit for a girl like her. And the best part about it was 
that it had a balcony with a view. 


"Thank you," Hikari said to Leyon, forming the words with her lips. 


"Your apartment is like a three-minute walk from mine, so it's quite near. Actually, I told Ray 
to search for the nearest possible spot," Leyon tried to explain. He couldn't talk to her 
without sounding like an overprotective father, who wanted to keep his teenage daughter 
under strict supervision even after she moved out of the house. "Initially, I wanted to get you 
a room in the apartment complex where we stayed but it was too shabby, and I didn't want 
you to live there." 


151 


"It's okay. I like this place too," said Hikari, using her voice interpreter. 


"Since it's near, you can stop by my place whenever you want, if you want, I mean. I can... I 
can walk you back whenever so y-yeah," Leyon stammered, his cheeks flushing in colour. The 
cherry tinted wallpaper of the room suddenly looked more interesting than anything at the 
moment. 


"Can I still come and cook for you every day?" Hikari beamed at him. 


"H-Huh?" Leyon was not expecting Hikari to say that. The blush on his cheeks deepened. 
"Well, I suppose. I won't stop you." 


Leyon secretly stole a glance at Hikari. That gleam in her eyes and that childlike attitude was 
enough to send his mind into a mad frenzy. 


"We can start moving your things today since there isn't much to move, anyway. I'll help you 
arrange the furniture the way you want." 


"But your hand. It's not healed yet. And I'm fine with the way things are in this room," Hikari 
said, her eyebrows furrowing in worry. 


"Alright, alright. I'll just sit and do nothing. Happy?" Leyon growled. 


Hikari grinned at Leyon, happy he listened to her so well. "Leyon, about the rent-" Hikari 
began, but she was cut off. 


"I paid for this month, so you don't have to.” 


"How could you?" Hikari started furiously typing on her keyboard. "How can you just do 
everything for me like that? I have a job and I earn money. I can't let you pay for me all the 
time. How much is it? I'll return it!" 


"Hey, slow down." Leyon tried to calm the angry-looking Hikari, but she wouldn't listen. He 
watched her as she pulled out her wallet and forcefully shoved all the money she took out 
from it on his chest. "Stop it, I don't want it." Leyon retreated, not even touching her money. 


At his sudden movement, the wallet and the chunk of money fell from Hikari's hand and 
dropped onto the floor. Leyon bent down to pick them up, but was distracted by a photo of a 
younger-looking Hikari in her wallet. 


"This photo. Is this you?" Leyon asked curiously. Hikari quickly snatched her wallet from 
him before he could clearly look at the photo. 


He can't have seen it. There's no way. Hikari panicked. The photo in her wallet was the one 
she had taken with Leyon when they were kids. The old photo was folded in the middle and 
placed in the wallet, so only one side was showing while the other was hidden. The two sides 
featured both their appearances, separated by the fold line. It seemed what Leyon saw was 
only the side of the picture that showed her. I almost got caught. Hikari let out a breath she 
didn't know she had been holding. If Leyon had seen the entire picture, she wouldn't know 
how to explain to him; it would have put her in a really tight spot. 


"Are you embarrassed that I've seen your childhood face?" Leyon chuckled. "Don't worry. 
You're not that ugly," he taunted. 


"You're one to talk," Hikari retorted. 
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"Anyway, take your money, Miss Independent." Leyon handed Hikari all her money back and 
put a hand on her shoulder. "I know you have a job already. You can pay rent with your 
salary starting next month. This time, I paid because I wanted to. Let's leave it at that." 


Right when Hikari was about to retort again, Leyon snatched her phone from her hands and 
shoved it in his pants pocket. Hikari gaped at him, her face a mixture of shock and disbelief. 


"Right, I almost forgot." Leyon combed a hand through his hair before continuing, "Gil and 
Ray said they'd stop by later to help you move, so let's go back and pack your stuff." 


"Oh, you guys are already here!" 
"Speak of the devil," Leyon muttered. "Ray, Gil," he greeted. 
Standing by the door was Ray, and behind him was Gil. 


"We came to help. I ordered takeouts, tada." Ray grinned cheekily, holding up a large bag of 
food. 


"The food can wait. We have work to do," said Leyon. 

"Hi, big sis," Gil greeted Hikari with a smile. 

"Where are you guys going?” Ray asked Leyon and Hikari, looking back and forth at the two. 
"To pack," Leyon answered flatly, and exited the room. 


"Oh right. We'll help." Ray followed him behind after handing the bag of food to Hikari. 


Three hours later, when all the work was complete, four of them peacefully settled 
themselves inside Hikari's new apartment. 


"Let the house-warming party begin," Ray exclaimed loudly, taking out the juices from the 
bag. "I bought all kinds of different flavours. Have whatever you want." 


"T'll have orange," said Gil, taking the orange flavoured juice. 
"I'm fine with anything as long as it's not alcohol," Leyon said. 


A few seconds later, Hikari came out from the kitchen after she was done heating up the food 
Ray had brought. 


"Looks good. Let's eat," Ray said as Hikari gently placed the food on the table. 
"Ray, is your head always filled with food?" Leyon asked, looking at him disgustedly. 


"So what? Food is life," Ray answered, putting food on his plate. Hikari stifled a laugh. "Here 
you go. All this meat is for sister-in-law. She needs to eat a lot because she looks so thin," 
said Ray, transferring the meat from the pan to Hikari's plate while she smiled at him 
awkwardly. 


"I told you not to say that name," Leyon said, feeling the blush creep up his cheeks. 


"Be more like Gil, K," Ray scolded Leyon. "Look at him, he never talks when he's eating, just 
stuffs food in his mouth." 


"That's because you keep talking, idiot," Leyon fired back. 


"Hm? What? Did anyone say something about me?" Gil asked, dumbfounded. 
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"No," Ray and Leyon said simultaneously. 


"Eat while the food is still warm, K. Who knows? Maybe the warm food will melt the ice in 
your heart." 


"Shut up, Ray." 


"Hey, let's play a game." 

"Not again. Ray, we just finished dinner. How about we rest?” Leyon suggested. 
"Come on. It's so boring. Let's play," Ray insisted. "Gil, you're in, aren't you?" 
"Uh, I'm not really interested," Gil replied. 


"Hikariii..." Ray glanced at Hikari with his puppy dog eyes again. "You'll play with me, won't 
you?" 


Hikari awkwardly smiled at him. How could she ever refuse when Ray was looking this cute. 
So she nodded her head. 


"Yes. I only have Hikari for me," Ray cried animatedly, feeling very touched. "But you guys..." 
Ray pointed his finger at Leyon and Gil. "... are worthless, hopeless. I have no words to 
describe you." 


"Yeah, yeah, whatever you say." Leyon turned away boredly. 
"So, so, Gil, you're joining us, right? Hikari is going to play.” 
"If big sis wants to play, then okay. I'll join." 

"K, don't be so moody. Just play with us." 


Leyon looked back and forth at Ray and Hikari and clicked his tongue in disapproval. If this 
would make her happy, then... "Fine." 


Everyone cheered except for Leyon. 
"So what's this game about?" Gil asked curiously. 
"Cops and robbers," Ray replied. 


"Lame! Are you serious right now? Of all games, cops and robbers? Are we still in elementary 
school?" Leyon hollered, vigorously shaking Ray by the collar of his shirt. Hikari watched in 
alarm, not knowing what to do, while Gil just shrugged it off. 


"It's different. It's different," Ray repeated. He heaved a sigh when Leyon finally let go of 
him. "We'll need a pen and some pieces of paper for that, but here's where it gets interesting. 
I'll make up the rules, so listen well." 


Leyon peered his eyes over Ray, glaring at him profusely. Hikari and Gil listened carefully 
from the sides. 


"Since there are four of us, there will be a king, a minister, a cop, and a robber. The king and 
the cop can announce their identities, but the minister and the robber must remain hidden. 
The king orders the cop to guess which one is the robber, from the two hidden identities. If 
the guess is right, he'll be safe and if it is wrong, then..." Ray got up and fumbled around the 
room, searching for something. "This." He returned, holding up a black permanent marker in 
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his hand. "If the guess is wrong, all the members can take turns in drawing awful things on 
the loser's face," Ray finished. 


"That sounds pretty interesting,” Gil said. 
"Right? Right?" Ray beamed at Gil. "So let's get started." 


Ray took out a pen and tore up a blank sheet of paper in four different pieces, and wrote the 
names of the four characters in the game. He folded them up neatly after he was done and 
threw them on the table. "Let's draw lots," he said excitedly. 


In the first round of the game, Hikari was the king, and Leyon was the cop. But Leyon was 
not lucky. "You lose.” They all laughed at him, and took turns in drawing random things on 
his face, and laughed some more. 


Even Hikari. You, you're enjoying this. Leyon glared at them with unfettered hatred. 
"Your face looks so-" Ray could never hold his laughter all throughout the game. 
Fifteen minutes passed. Their faces were completely unrecognisable by that point. 


"I can't. I can't." Ray repeatedly beat the table with his hand, his laughter ringing inside the 
whole room. "Look at your faces." 


Hikari was rolling on the floor, laughing hard and holding her stomach with her hands. She 
had never laughed like this in eighteen years of her life. She never knew how fun it was to 
hang out with friends until now. Especially Ray; he was the funniest person she had ever 
met. 


"I can't believe these two." Leyon scowled. "They have the same vibe." 


"Hey, Ray." Gil nudged at him with his elbow. "Why do you draw things like flowers and 
butterflies on Hikari's face but draw things like poop and *toot* and *toot* on our faces?" he 
asked, but Ray wasn't paying attention to him. 


"That's it. This game is over. Let's stop here," Leyon decided. 
"Game spoiler," Ray muttered, but complied. 


"And Ray, when are you returning my bike?" Leyon asked. Hikari and Gil looked at them 
curiously. 


"Your bike? Oh, that bicycle of yours? Why do you want me to return it to you?" 
"Because it's mine?" A vein popped on the side of Leyon's forehead. 


"Weren't you the one who said you don't need it and told me to return it whenever I 
wanted?" Ray fought back. 


"But now I need it." 


"Just come to my place and get it. I don't even use it anymore. If you weren't going to ask for 
it, I was planning to sell it off, anyway.” 


"You dare," Leyon hissed at Ray. 
"Anyway, why do you suddenly need it now?" 


"I have my own reasons.” 
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The past few days, Leyon had been going around the city, asking people around about 
Hikari's mother. All of this he did without letting Hikari know. It was difficult to find her 
mother just by showing people her picture and asking them in the city. He also needed to 
consider the transport money every time he went out. It would probably be easier if he had 
his bike for those things. 


"You and your secrets." Ray shook his head in distaste. 
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Chapter 22: Hope Shines A Light 


"So what was it that you absolutely needed to tell, sir Dustin?" Nolan asked as they sat in the 
faculty room. 


"Listen. Listen. That Leyon, that kid. I saw him before class today and he... he bowed as soon 
as he saw me. Can you believe that? I'm used to other students greeting me, but this is the 
first time that kid has greeted me," said Dustin, replaying that exact moment in his head. 


"And is that surprising?” 
"Is it not?" Dustin steeled his gaze at Nolan. 


"I suppose it is. Leyon is a bit different from the rest." Nolan closed his laptop and began to 
arrange the books on his desk. 


"He is very different. Did something happen to him? I feel like he's changed. He regularly 
attends classes these days. It's shocking really. Why do I feel like his character did a total 
three-sixty degree turn? Is it just me overreacting or does everybody notice it too?" Dustin 
raised a brow. 


"No, you're not the only one." 
"I thought so too." 
"Isn't it a good thing, though?" 


"I guess it is. He seems to be doing well in all except his studies. His grades are absolutely 
unacceptable." Dustin wrinkled up his nose in dissatisfaction. "If this goes on, I'm afraid he 
will fail in the finals again." 


"That's true. I'm thinking of giving him tutorial classes after school," said Nolan, preparing 
the lecture notes for his next class. 


"Why go to such lengths? Let the kid do it on his own. He'll find a way." Dustin brushed it off 
so casually. 


What am I expecting from a teacher who only teaches for the pay. Nolan shook his head 
and stayed quiet. It had been a month since that incident. The night after the attempted 
robbery took place, Nolan had been having a hard time trying to talk to Leyon. For some 
reason, Leyon always seemed to avoid him. Because of that, he never got to ask about his 
injury, too. That kid, it's hard to understand what's going on in his mind. 


"I heard Leyon secured third place in the art competition," said Dustin, snapping Nolan out 
of his thoughts. 


"Yes, he did." 


"That's good. The Principal's happy," Dustin said, taking off his glasses and cleaning them 
with the back of his sleeves. 


"He should be. Leyon was the only student out of ten from our school who came out at 
number three among the tens of thousands of participants." 


"That's quite amazing. If he keeps up the good work, I might just be able to see him in a 
different light." 


Nolan nodded his head, agreeing with Dustin. If only things hadn't gone dark for him at 
some point in his life, Leyon would've been an outstanding student. Wait, he could still be. It 
was not too late yet. Nolan believed in him. 
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"But our Principal. Somehow, I don't like him. I prefer our former Principal," Dustin blurted 
out suddenly. “He and Leyon act and talk so similar." 


You mean you prefer the corrupted Principal. Nolan wanted to roll his eyes at him. "Be 
careful what you say," he warned Dustin. 


Sometimes, Dustin could be so dense. Nolan didn't even know why he kept talking to 
someone as ignorant as him. How could he say he didn't like the current Principal so openly? 
Good thing it was just the two of them in the faculty room. If some other teachers were to 
hear him, he would be in great trouble. 


"I know. I'm just telling because it's you. Don't you think Leyon might just be our Principal's 
long-lost son?" Dustin beamed, excitement flowing in his tone at the thought-provoking 
possibility. 


"I'm sure he's not," Nolan dismissed his assumption, and the smile on Dustin's face 
immediately vanished. "Our Principal may be old in age, but he's still an honourable 
bachelor. So you should really stop talking about these things. It might get you in trouble." 


"Again, I'm just telling because it's you." 
"Don't trust me too much," Nolan taunted, a devilish smirk spreading across his lips. 


"Don't look at me like that. It's scary," Dustin stuttered, feeling something cold touch his 
back at the threatening tone. 


"I'm just joking." Nolan chuckled in amusement, but Dustin did not believe him. 


Hikari heard loud voices coming from Leyon's apartment. It seemed like Leyon was talking 
to someone inside. 


Hearing the tone of his voice, she immediately knew something was wrong. Upon coming 
closer to the door, she could clearly hear the voices. 


"Just get out. If you came here to give me that, you might as well leave." Hikari heard Leyon 
speaking from inside his room. 


"I told you already. This was the school's order. I only came as a messenger." The manly 
voice seemed to interrupt him. 


"Do you take me for a fool? What do you people see me as? I've said it a lot of times. I don't 
need your sympathy." Leyon sounded furious. 


"You're wrong. It's nothing like that." Hikari heard the voice again. 
"If you're not leaving, then I am." Leyon seemed to say. 


The door opened so quickly Hikari had no time to prepare herself. She stared open-eyed at 
Leyon, who seemed equally surprised to see her standing in front of his door so 
unexpectedly. 
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Hikari didn't know how to react. Leyon had caught her eavesdropping on his conversation 
with some unknown person. She could not have come at the worst possible timing. I hope I 
didn't make him angrier. 


Leyon was, no doubt, pissed beyond comparison, but at the sight of Hikari, all his anger 
seemed to dissipate at once. He glanced down and caught her watching him. 


"Hey, Leyon," a voice called out and appeared behind him. 


Hikari had no idea who the tall man standing behind Leyon was. He seemed like an adult, 
most probably a man in his thirties — a man too young to be considered Leyon's friend. 
Hikari awkwardly shifted her gaze between the two. Leyon did not even answer to the man, 
nor did he acknowledge his presence. He ignored him completely and turned to her instead. 


"I'm going out for a bit," Leyon said softly, but Hikari could tell he was trying to control his 
voice. Their shoulders touched slightly as he brushed past her and left the place. 


"I'm sorry. Let me introduce myself." 


The man was the first to speak to her as soon as Leyon left. Hikari waited patiently for him to 
continue. 


"My name is Nolan. I'm Leyon's teacher," the man said. 


Hikari widened her eyes. How could she have been so stupid? He was his teacher and here 
she thought he was some uninvited guest who had come to make trouble for Leyon. But that 
was not important now. What was important was why his teacher was here at his place. 
Could something have happened? 


"I know it's quite unusual for a teacher to visit his student like this," Nolan said. "By the way, 
may I know your name? What relationship do you have with Leyon?" 


Oh. Hikari fumbled to find her phone from her pocket. She needed to answer him fast. 


"My name is Hikari. Nice to meet you. I'm Leyon's friend," Hikari said, using her voice 
interpreter. 


"You can't speak?" Nolan blurted, without thinking. "Sorry. I didn't mean to be rude," he 
apologized soon after. 


Hikari smiled at him in response. 


"Do you want to accompany me for some time? There are some things I want to say and ask 
about Leyon," Nolan said. 


Hikari nodded her head, accepting his invitation. 


“Then let's take a walk outside, shall we?" 


That teacher is so unreasonable. After I've told him a million times. Why doesn't he get it? 
Why can't anyone understand? Leyon was fuming. He didn't know why it irritated him so 
much. Blindly crossing the road, he continued on his way, not bothering to look back. 
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Taking out his phone from his pocket, he scrolled down his playlist. Music helped relieve all 
his tension, especially during moments like these. Pulling out his wired earphones from 
another side of his pocket, he plugged the gadget into his phone. He always carried 
earphones with him wherever he went, and often that had proved very effective when 
controlling his emotions. He could drown out all the noise of this annoying world, and 
quietly exist in that imaginative world he built only for himself without anyone else 
intruding. 


As the music boomed loudly in his ears, memories of the past events left his mind. His mood 
was boosting, and he felt happier and relaxed. A while later, he stopped walking and froze. 
Where exactly am I? Too occupied in his own world, he had lost all sense of direction, and 
wandered aimlessly to a random location. 


The subway station? How did I reach here? The surroundings came into full focus as he 
stood on some unknown platform of the enormous station. It was less crowded than he 
expected it would be, but he didn't care about that. Since he was here anyway, he might as 
well stay for a bit. He didn't want to go back just yet. What if Nolan was still waiting for him 
there? It was highly unlikely, but he still didn't want to return. Hikari probably would ask 
him a lot of questions, and that would be too bothersome. 


Leyon decided to take a walk along the length of the platform before settling into an empty 
bench at the far end of the platform. Minutes passed by, unnoticed. He raised the music 
volume even higher, choosing to shut himself out from the surrounding environment. His 
eyes blankly stared at the trains that came and went with monotonous regularity. What an 
unstimulating way to kill time. 


As he drowned himself in his own world, he failed to notice an old man who came to occupy 
the other end of the bench he was currently sitting on. It was only after the said man started 
poking his shoulders repeatedly with his finger that he finally took off his earphones and 
turned to confront the man. "What do you want?" Leyon asked the old man. 


"Boy, you seem to be in deep thought. I want to talk to you," the man answered. 
"Talk? About what?" 
"You know, random things." 


Leyon carefully took in the appearance of the man sitting across from him. Judging from the 
way he was dressed, Leyon could tell, but not accurately, that he was a homeless stranger 
who roamed the station — the kind who slept on the platform each night. Many times, people 
like him would be forced to leave or get arrested by the police if they refused, but who could 
blame them? Trains and stations provided shelters the streets did not. 


"So, boy, tell me something. What is life?" 


If Leyon were any normal person, his jaws would have dropped to the floor, but he wasn't. 
But he also couldn't deny that he was bewildered by the question. What kind of person goes 
around asking what life is to a random stranger he just met? So he answered in a way any 
normal person would. "I don't know." 


"How can you not know the answer to something so easy?" the man mocked him. Leyon 
wanted to get up and leave, but the old man went on, blabbering nonstop. 


"Do you know?" Leyon asked. 


"Of course I do. You're living right now? Isn't that life itself?" 
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The most obvious answer I have ever heard, Leyon thought. 


"Actually, the answer is complicated and the question itself is meaningless," the old man 
continued. "People have their own views of life, you see." 


"I know." Then what was your motive behind that question, anyway? Weird old man. 
"It doesn't matter what life is. What matters is how to choose to live it." 


Where are all these motivational talks coming from? I want to go home now. Leyon 
inwardly screamed. He couldn't do anything but remain fixed on the spot. It seemed the old 
man was still not done with the conversation. 


"Boy, what is your dream?" 

"IT don't have one." 

"No, that can't be. You must surely have one. Everyone does." 
"But my case is special, so..." Leyon narrowed his gaze. 
"Everyone is born naked. What makes you think you're special?" 


"Everyone is born naked but not everyone is given the same privileges. Especially me. I was 
born to be alone. Things like dreams mean nothing to me." 


"That's a bad way to put it. Iam a good observer and I can tell just by a glance that you, my 
boy, have a lot of great things lying ahead of you. All you have to do is to change the way you 
think and start working on those goals. Unless you're willing to change, you will never get 
there." 


"I don't believe you," said Leyon, his tone sounding bitter. "What can a person like me 
possibly achieve? I don't have any parents or family to support me." 


"Don't mind me asking, but do you have a home, or perhaps do you attend a school?" the 
man asked, his crooked teeth curving into a smile. 


"T do." 


"Then what's holding you back? You can achieve anything once you set your mind to it. am 
not talking to a homeless person like me or a beggar on the street. I am talking to you, you 
who have a home, a school he attends, a boy, who I see, wears decent clothes and eats three 
meals a day. How can you say you are not privileged?" 


"Family. Parents. I don't have them. A mother to welcome me home, I don't have one. A 
father to teach me many important life skills, I don't have one. A person who'd lend me a 
shoulder to cry on when things get tough, I don't have one. All my sense of happiness was 
destroyed ten years ago. I am not like others. What I wish for the most is something that will 
never be fulfilled. I can't go on all alone.” 


"You're not alone. No one is. You just need to open your eyes a little wider. Then you'll see 
the people who support you, the people standing by your side, who're ready to catch you 
when you fall.” 


"T don't think so." 


"Your mind is like an open book, boy. Let me tell you something. Do you know? Humans are 
such mysterious creatures. Even though they know how much it hurts to lose someone, their 
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hearts keep longing for love, for someone to love them. Your heart is also searching for 
someone. I can see it." 


Leyon widened his eyes in disbelief. He opened his mouth, ready to deny his words, ready to 
say that he was wrong, yet no sound came to the surface. 


"It seems like I said the truth." The old man laughed. "Think again. Are there really no one 
who supports you?" 


Leyon did not utter a word. Flashbacks of the moments he spent with Hikari, Ray, and Gil 
crossed his mind for a brief second. People who support me? 


"I think you're very lucky. You may not have parents, but you have something most kids with 
families don't?" the man said to him. 


Leyon looked at him very attentively, his eyes seemingly searching the man's face for the 
answer. 


"Freedom. Boy, it's freedom. You have the freedom to do whatever you want and become 
whoever you wish to be. You know the thing about parents is that they heavily shelter their 
children. And because of that, those children feel restricted and sometimes don't really stand 
out from the crowd. They have their own goals and dreams, but only a few of them succeed. 
They can't shine because they are always under their parent's shadow. You, however, are 
different. Do you not get it?" 


"That may be true but-" 


"You sure have a lot of hesitations, don't you? The way you are right now, you probably take 
everything as an insult. You might think the whole world pities you for some reason because 
you don't have a family. But that's not true. It's actually your insecurity that's making you 
think like that. You need to let go of that insecurity and accept things as they are.” 


Leyon lowered his head and thought deeply. Maybe the old man was saying the truth. Maybe 
it was him that needed to change, not the people around him. But how could he do that? 


"It's impossible to change the past,” the man continued. “What happened has already 
happened. You can't get your family back but you can build your own family in the future." 
The man extended a finger and prodded him in his chest. "You, can." 


"Are you sure you're not crazy, old man?" The words sounded like an insult, but Leyon's 
expression went from tensed to relief, a ghost of a smile tugging at the corner of his lips. 


The old man laughed at his question. "You're an interesting kid." 


"I guess I do have a dream. But I'm not confident I'll be able to make it come true someday." 
Leyon crossed his arms and leaned backwards. 


"What are you so worried about? Just close your eyes and dash forward. Then you'll reach it 
someday, that dream you long for so deeply." 


"Is that so?" 


"Of course. You're strong, aren't you? And if you still think you're alone, I don’t blame you. It 
might not be a bad thing, you know. After all, a person who's all alone has no weaknesses 
because he doesn't have anyone to protect, no one to hold him down. A person like that 
keeps growing stronger and keeps excelling because the only limit to them is the sky." 
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"You exaggerate too much,” said Leyon. "What if I said I have someone I want to protect? 
Won't that become my weakness?" 


"If that is the case, then you will eventually become stronger to protect that weakness. It 
might be hard to understand now, but you'll get it someday." 


"T see." 


"Sometimes, give yourself a pat on the back. Life is short, but at least you've come this far. So 
don't waste the time you have left. Enjoy every moment and be happy." 


"That's easy to say." 


"Is it?" The old man laughed and continued, "The path to happiness can be long and dark, 
but along the way, you will also encounter someone special, a person who's willing to become 
your light, the light that illuminates your path. Of course, there will be countless times where 
the darkness will try to devour you as you walk along, but as long as you're holding on to that 
light, it won't be able to reach you. After all, light can consume darkness, but darkness 
cannot consume light." 


The man winked at Leyon and smiled, showing his dirty, crooked teeth. For an old man who 
looked dumb and illiterate, he had a pretty decent character. 


"So keep holding on to that hikari-" 


"Hikari?" Leyon jumped in his seat. Did he just say Hikari? "Hey old man, what do you mean 
by hikari?" Many questions popped up in his head. This old man, did he know something 
about him and Hikari? Did he meet them somewhere? Just who was this man? Leyon was 
having anxiety thinking about all those missing links. 


"Oh, pardon me. It's a foreign word. Hikari means light in Japanese. So I'm telling you, if you 
keep holding on to that hikari-" 


"Forget that. How do you even know Japanese?" Leyon asked suspiciously. He immediately 
searched up the word ‘hikari’ on his phone. It seemed the old man wasn't lying. 


But how did he know? Leyon was confused. The man didn't look like a foreigner at all. He 
was just a dirty, homeless man in the street, who probably never went to school or college. 
How could he possibly have learnt the language? Or was he underestimating him? Judging 
him too soon when he knew nothing about him? Who exactly was this person? The more he 
talked to him, the more he didn't seem like an ordinary old man. Could he have been 
someone who also had dreams and aspirations in the past? Then how did his life turn out 
like this? 


"Are you that surprised that I know the meaning of that word?" the man asked, and Leyon 
nodded his head unconsciously. "I see you have a lot of questions about me, but we're not 
talking about me here. We're talking about you.” 


"But I want to know. Who exactly are you?" 
"Me? I am just a homeless stranger you encountered on the way." 
"That much I know already but-" 


Leyon was interrupted when the man started coughing hard and loud. He was not only 
homeless, but also very sick. Leyon concluded. He watched the old man, unable to do 
anything, worry evident in his eyes. 
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"Hey, old man? Are you okay?" Leyon asked in concern, but the old man only raised a hand 
and waved him off. It seemed he did not even have the strength to speak as his breathing 
became more erratic and the constant coughing intensified. 


Leyon did not know what to do or how to help. But his eyes continued to search desperately 
for a way to help him. It baffled him how the people in the station did not even bat an eyelash 
at the poor homeless man, even when he was suffering right in front of their eyes. The 
mentality of those people. Leyon cursed under his breath. 


"Hey, I'll get you some water." Leyon lightly patted the man on his back and glanced around. 
He spotted a vending machine a few metres away from where he was. Without wasting 
another second, he dashed towards it. 


When Leyon rushed back with the water bottle in hand, he froze in his steps and stood there, 
dumbfounded. The bottle in his hand dropped to the floor soundlessly, muffled by the noisy 
crowd. 


He’d only been gone for ten seconds, but when he returned, the old man was nowhere to be 
seen. It was as though the old man had never been there, and their conversations never 
happened. 


Leyon turned and began to walk home, tossing the bottle in the air and catching it with his 
hand multiple times. From the corner of his eyes, he could see his reflection on the 
transparent platform screen door of the subway station. He stopped there for a moment and 
watched another train pass by. 


A special person who's willing to become the light that illuminates my path, huh? Leyon 
reminisced, a small smile tugging at his lips. 


I may have already found her. 


Leyon closed his eyes and took a deep breath. An image of a smiling Hikari flashed before his 
closed eyes, and wondered... 


If he started loving her, would the fog in his heart clear away? 
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Chapter 23: Words Unsaid 


The night was bright and lively. The weight of moisture hung heavily in the air, which faintly 
smelt of mahogany combined with the woodsy fragrance of rosemary blossoms. 


"I came today to give something to Leyon," Nolan said as he strolled down the park with 
Hikari. 


Upon reaching an empty wooden bench in the park, Nolan motioned his hand towards 
Hikari to take a seat. 


"Did you know that Leyon secured third place in an art competition?" Nolan asked after they 
both settled themselves on the wooden bench. 


"No, I didn't know about that. I knew he was preparing himself for the competition a few 
weeks ago, but I never knew he got third place," Hikari answered through her voice 
interpreter. 


To tell the truth, Hikari was well aware that Leyon had been practising every night before the 
competition. She had been there. She watched him, administered him, and even acted as the 
judge. She remembered feeling extremely happy that Leyon was starting to chase his dream 
after so long. But then, why didn't he tell her he had won? A feeling of disappointment 
spiralled through her at the thought. 


"The Principal wanted to compensate him as an act of gratitude for being the only student of 
our school to win the third prize, but Leyon refused to accept the money," Nolan said to 
Hikari. 


"Why?" 


"He thinks we're pitying him because his situation is a bit special compared to other kids, if 
you know what I mean." 


"I understand." Hikari perfectly knew what kind of person Leyon was. He would never accept 
anything like that. Unless he had a legitimate reason or a justifiable cause for obtaining such 
money, he would never allow himself to enjoy such privileges. 


"You are his friend, aren't you? Won't you persuade him for me?" Nolan requested, 
extending his hand that was holding a white envelope. 


"I don't know if Leyon will listen to me." Hesitation was painted all over Hikari's face. 


"This was given to him. I can't take it back, either. How do I explain myself to the school? I'm 
also in a tight spot here," Nolan said, placing the envelope in the middle of the bench when 
Hikari did not accept. 


Hikari knew Nolan was being reasonable, and she wanted to help him at all costs, but what 
about Leyon? What would he say to her? "I'll try my best to convince him," she ended up 
answering after contemplating for a long minute. 


"Thank you... Can you tell me how long you've been friends with Leyon? Sorry. Is that too 
personal?" 


"Not at all. I met Leyon a few months ago. He helped me when I was got into some trouble 
that time. From then on, we became friends," Hikari answered. 


Nolan nodded. His stare lingered on Hikari's frame for a good second before turning to look 
at the sky. "Leyon... is a good kid," he muttered, his voice low and deep. 


"Sir, are you close to Leyon?" Hikari asked curiously. 
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"Hmm? I wonder. I guess I am not that close with him. But there was a time I felt we were 
very close. A frightening incident happened one time. Do you know about the injury in his 
hand?" 


"Yes." 


"He risked his life to save my daughter that day. And got hurt. But instead of thanking him 
for saving my daughter, I scolded him for being so reckless, for jumping in to save a person's 
life by putting his own in danger. I could never stop thinking about it after I went home. I 
kept thinking I should've been nicer and more complacent. I really suck at these things, and 
being a teacher." 


"That's not true. Even now, as we talk, I can sense how much you care about Leyon from 
your tone. I think you are a good teacher." Hikari smiled up at him sweetly. 


"You're a kind kid," said Nolan as he chuckled. He almost wanted to ruffle Hikari's hair out 
of adoration. She reminded him of his daughter. The change in Leyon's attitude the past few 
months, he could somehow guess now. This girl didn't seem like an ordinary friend of Leyon. 
Was it Hikari that influenced him to change? 


"Which subject do you teach in school?" Hikari asked a few seconds later. 
"I teach Physics." 


"I love Physics. It's a hard subject, but I especially enjoy finding solutions to the problems 
involved in it." 


"What a rare student I have found," Nolan complimented, but then his mood suddenly 
dimmed. "I wish Leyon had half the interest you have. He always gets zero on that subject." 
Nolan sulked a bit. 


"Really? Is Leyon that bad?" Hikari laughed. 


"He is, believe me. He rarely attends my classes, and when he does, he just stares off into 
space. I don't know what he's thinking in that head of his." 


"It makes me wonder too." 
"Sometimes, I think he's purposely doing it because he hates me." 


"Hates you?” Hikari looked up abruptly, almost taken aback by the words. "Why would you 
think he hates you?" 


"It's a long story." 
"Can you tell me more about it?" Hikari requested politely. 


"That kid, huh? I don't know where to even start. A lot of things happened to him when he 
was a kid. He had so much potential. It was the fault of the teachers, including myself. We 
neglected him and abandoned him when he needed help." 


Nolan steeled himself and turned, but he never expected Hikari to stare at him with so much 
curiosity and attentiveness. 


"Leyon was... bullied when he was young. I was well aware of it, but I wasn't able to help him. 
I tried to tame his bullies. I reprimanded them like any teacher would. But some parents can 
be really frightening. The parents of the bullies formed a group and barged into our school. 
Complaints about me flooded the school office. You can probably guess what happened. I 
almost lost my job because of them," Nolan continued. 
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"But you didn't." 


"That time, my daughter was just three years old, and she needed heart surgery. My wife and 
I barely had enough to pay for our living expenses, let alone my daughter's medical bills. I 
couldn't lose my job. So I was forced to choose between doing the right thing and staying 
silent so my family can survive," Nolan went on, despite the numerous flashbacks playing in 
his mind. "In the end, I was too late. I couldn't save Leyon because he had already saved 
himself. But at the same time, he had also lost himself." 


"So that's what happened." 


"Yeah. And that's why he probably hates me. I can't stop feeling guilty for not helping him, 
for not protecting him when he was suffering." 


"It's not your fault. I'm sure Leyon will understand if he knew the truth. So please don't feel 
guilty for something that happened long ago in the past," said Hikari, giving a reassuring 
smile. 


"It seems like you understand him a lot," said Nolan, earning a surprised look from Hikari. "I 
guess your relationship with him is quite special. I can feel it. But it's a good thing. I'm happy 
Leyon has someone fully supporting him by his side." 


"I do fully support him. But sometimes, I feel like that's still not enough.” 


"No, you shouldn't say that. I can tell just by looking at him. When we were arguing in his 
room, I saw him leave angrily, but upon seeing your face, he calmed down instantly. You are 
a person who's special to him, Hikari." 


Hikari laughed nervously. "I don't know what to say to that." 


"Leyon, that kid, is really something.” Nolan looked up at the night sky. “The way he talks, 
the way he acts, everything about him is intimidating. I have never seen anyone who 
possesses such a unique personality like him. Even as he walks in a crowd, you can easily 
spot him because he shines the brightest. Even though I'm a teacher, there are so many 
things I've learnt from him. He's truly remarkable." 


He is not wrong about that. Hikari agreed. Leyon might not have noticed it, but he had that 
aura that could draw people in. He had this strong leadership quality that made him stand 
out from the rest. Even Ray and Gil look up to him so much. He would act like he wasn't 
interested and pretend to feel annoyed at them, but deep inside, she knew he secretly 
appreciated their company. Leyon doesn't know how blessed he is to have so many people 
who genuinely care for him. 


"You know, the art that secured third place, Leyon's art?" Nolan interrupted her train of 
thought. "Do you know what it was about?" 


Hikari shook her head and waited for Nolan to continue. 


"Family. It was the scene of a family captured in his artwork." 


Hikari was in her apartment when she heard the doorbell ringing. She stopped whatever she 
was doing and went to answer it. 
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Who is he? Hikari wondered, staring at the tall, handsome young man before her. He looked 
dreadfully familiar, but she just couldn't put a finger on it. Did she see him somewhere 
before? 


"What's with that dazed look?" the man questioned her. 
Hikari immediately recognised the voice. It couldn't be. Leyon? 


"Are you that shocked to see me like this? Yeah, I went and chopped off my hair. Do I look 
weird?" he asked her. 


Hikari furiously shook her head. Weird? Not at all. Hikari wanted to say he looked even 
better than before. 


She liked that he didn't cut his hair too short. That hairstyle really suited him. Those natural 
medium length waves brought out his cool and careless vibe, giving him an appealing look 
that was neat and sophisticated. And if she looked closely enough, the faint scar running 
down the side of his temple could be visible. 


"I knew you'd be here, so I came. Can I come in?" 


Hikari quickly snapped out of her daze and moved aside, allowing Leyon to enter. She 
watched him as he propped himself to her couch and laid there. 


"Hey, Stray Cat? Do you believe in chance encounters?” Leyon asked after a long pause of 
silence. 


"I do," Hikari answered. "My mother once told me a chance encounter could be a life- 
changing event." 


"Really?" 
"I don't know. But why are you suddenly asking me this?" 


"No reason... I encountered a strange man today. No, I don't think he was a man. Calling him 
a ghost or a phantom would be more believable." 


Leyon closed his eyes and rambled words Hikari could not understand. She shrugged it off as 
nothing serious. 


"When were you going to tell me you won third place in the art competition?" Hikari pouted, 
pretending to look angry. 


"Sorry, I forgot about that," Leyon replied, unbothered by her expression, but Hikari let it go. 
Leyon was always like that. Sometimes, he could be so dense. 


"Anyway, what did you win, a trophy, or cash?" 


"Cash was for the first prize winner. I got a trophy and a nice brand of laptop. You mentioned 
you had trouble making slides for your sign language class, right? I'll give you that laptop. 
Use it," Leyon said, more like commanded. 


Before Hikari could initiate a response, Leyon cut her short. 


"It seems my teacher ended up giving you the money instead," said Leyon, his eyes spotting 
the white envelope on top of the table. 


"Should I not have accepted it? Are you angry with me?” Hikari asked, feeling apologetic. 
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"Why would I ever be angry at you?" Leyon responded, his voice sounding calm and relaxed. 
"I guess it can't be helped. But that huge chunk of money, I don't want to use it for myself." 


"If you don't want to use it, then why don't you save this money for future use?" Hikari 
suggested. 


"I don't want to," Leyon complained like a little kid. 

Hikari sighed, gazing up at him. 

"T'll take you out shopping," Leyon finally told her. 

What? Hikari looked at him, surprised. 

"T'll buy you anything you want," Leyon continued. "Clothes, bags?" 
Hikari crossed her hands at him in a negative manner. 

"What? You don't want them?" He earned a nod from Hikari. 


"But I want you to have them. Girls your age prefer to wear pretty clothes like mini-skirts or 
nice dresses, carry designer handbags, and decide on which type of jewellery to wear that will 
go well with their outfits. You are also a girl, aren't you? You can have everything they have. 
Why should you live a plain, boring life when you have me?" 


"But I'm not interested in all those things." Hikari tried to talk him out of it, but Leyon would 
not listen. 


"I know you're not like other girls. But, just for once, I want to-" make you happy. Leyon 
sighed. "Forget it. I'm taking you out shopping tomorrow and that's it." 


Hikari tried to retort once again, but stopped after seeing Leyon glaring at her with full 
intensity. 


Ijust want to pamper her, but she keeps complaining. I may be poor, but as long as I'm 
alive, I won't let my woman live poorly. 


"I'm taking you out shopping tomorrow and that's it." That was what I had said. That was 
what I had said. So then, what is this situation? 


"Wah, this mall is huge. Look at all those flashy stores and those decorations, and those 
lights," Ray exclaimed in awe, his shiny eyes gawking at the sight before him. "Hey, hey Gil? 
Do you see this?” He nudged at Gil with his elbow. 


"Tell me what you guys are doing here again?" Leyon seethed, gritting his teeth in irritation. 
This was not what he had planned. He thought it was just going to be him and Hikari, but 
where in the world did those two mischievous idiots come from? 


"Come on. How can you not tell us you were going to the mall?" Ray fumed at Leyon. "Poor 
people like us don't have the luxury to visit such places, even though we really want to. How 
can you leave us out? If I hadn't texted Hikari, I never would've known." 


"Who cares?" 
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"I care, okay? This is my first time in a mall." Ray pouted. He took out his phone and started 
clicking pictures of the place. 


"Let's calm down, shall we? People are staring at us," said Gil, trying to pacify the situation. 


"But seriously, I still can't believe I didn't recognize you back there. What on earth made you 
cut your hair? You look totally different now," said Ray, occupying a nearby seat around the 
store. They were currently in the women's clothing section. 


"I think he looks quite handsome with that hairstyle," Gil chimed in, plopping down on the 
same seat while Leyon remained standing at the side. 


Ray gazed up at Leyon, his eyes lingering on his face for a few seconds before looking away. 
"Anyway, why is Hikari taking so long to come out from the dressing room? It's been ten 
minutes,” Ray said, looking at his watch. 


The boys had been eagerly waiting for Hikari, who had gone inside to change into a nice 
dress she picked out earlier. 


"Oh, she's finally out,” Gil announced. 


Leyon held his breath when he caught sight of Hikari. All eyes were centered on her, 
seemingly dazzled by her appearance. She was draped in an elegant chiffon dress. The pale 
and soft cherryblossom pink dress extended just above her knee and fitted her perfectly. The 
dress was paired with an eye-catching pair of transparent block heels. 


"Hikari, you look gorgeous. I know you are beautiful, but after seeing you in that dress, I'm 
speechless. I have no words to describe how beautiful you are," Ray expressed, his eyes 
moving up and down Hikari's frame. "Look at your boyfriend. He's stunned," he added. 


Hikari blushed at the last comment. 


"Big sis, you are like an angel. I have never seen a girl who's as cute as you," Gil 
complimented. Flashing his eyebrows, he pursed his lips together and raised his hand to give 
Hikari a thumbs up. 


Leyon said nothing, his stoic expression giving no perception of what was on his mind. 


"Hey, K? Are you okay with Hikari wearing such breath-taking dresses? She's going to turn a 
lot of heads on the way, especially guys, you know that?" said Ray, throwing his arm casually 
over Leyon's neck. 


Upon hearing those words, Leyon threw Ray a quick glance. Ray immediately pulled his arm 
away and fell back in a frightened manner. 


"Forget I said anything." Ray fake-smiled at Leyon. "As long as you're giving off that 
menacing aura of yours, I bet no guys would dare steal a glance at Hikari. That stare alone 
will turn them to dust," said Ray, beads of imaginary sweat pouring down his face. 


A few moments later, Hikari went to pay for her dress at the counter. She took out her wallet, 
but a hand stopped her midway. 


"I told you I'd pay for everything," Leyon said to her, handing his own money to the cashier 
before she could protest. Ray and Gil oohed from behind. 


"Hey K, buy something for us too," Ray whined. 


"Go and pick something then," Leyon replied. 
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"Wait, what? Really?" Ray exclaimed in shock. 


"Shut up, and let's go pick something before he changes his mind," Gil quickly cut in, and 
dragged Ray away. 


The four of them wandered the mall for another thirty minutes after buying some clothes 
and items. 


A few metres ahead, they could see crowds of people gathering around in one big open area. 
It seemed like there was an event of some sort. Excited and curious, Ray dragged all of them 
to check what it was all about. 


A host stood on the stage in the centre of the area with a microphone in hand. He greeted 
everyone at the mall, proudly welcoming them to celebrate its sixth anniversary, where they 
would be giving away gifts for free. All they had to do was win the special contests they had 
set up for the day. The first one was a singing contest, and the prize for the winner was an 
expensive ladies' watch — a blue bracelet style, analogue watch, ornamented with dazzling 
pearls and gems along its strap length. 


The host looked around, asking for participants to sign up for the contest that was going to 
be held in less than fifteen minutes. Three judges sat at the front, opposite the stage. 
Different kinds of musical instruments were provided on the stage for the participants. Many 
had volunteered to take part in the contest and registered their names. 


"Ray, why don't you compete?" Gil suggested. "You're good at singing.” 


"Me? I don't want to. Besides, it's a ladies' watch. I don't want it," Ray replied. "K, why don't 
you participate? If you win, you can give that watch to Hikari." 


"Wait, big bro can sing?" Gil asked, surprised. Hikari also looked up at Leyon in surprise. 


"Of course he can,” Ray replied, loud and clear. "He's really good at playing the guitar. My 
band rents a studio and Leyon occasionally comes to spend time with me there. And he sings 
too," Ray added. 


"That's remarkable." Gil and Hikari looked at Leyon in fascination. 

"Any more participants?” the host repeated, interrupting their idle chatting. 
"Go and register yourself," Ray pestered Leyon. 

"I don't want to participate in such contests," Leyon fought back. 

"Don't you want to gift Hikari that watch?" 

Leyon was silent, neither agreeing nor denying the simple question. 

"Any more participants?” the old man said for the last time. 


Knowing Leyon was never going to volunteer on his own, Ray did the only thing that came to 
his mind to make Leyon participate in the contest. He pushed Leyon forward, using all the 
strength in his body. 


Leyon stumbled to the floor, but managed to catch himself before his face could come in 
contact with the floor. By the time he looked up, it was too late to turn back. 
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"Oh, we have an interesting new participant here, a very handsome young boy. I can see girls 
swooning at the back,” said the host as he spotted Leyon scrambling out from the crowd. 
"Looks like he was in a hurry too," he added, and everyone laughed. 


Leyon threw a brooding glance over his shoulders and spotted Ray waving at him with a huge 
smile plastered on his face. Leyon had decided then and there; he was going to kill Ray when 
he returned. 


"Young man, register your name behind that booth over there and wait in line," the host 
instructed, and Leyon begrudgingly trotted towards the said direction. 


The singing contest began. Participants came and gave their best shot. Most sounded good, 
most sounded terrible, but none of them managed to impress the judges. 


After minutes of waiting, it was finally Leyon's turn. 


Sporting an indifferent look, Leyon climbed up on stage and reached for the guitar from the 
side. He then strapped it on and walked to the microphone stand. 


His face shone brilliantly under the lighting as he stood on stage, observing the cheering 
crowd before him. Blue eyes landed on a familiar face from among the crowd. Seeing her 
made his heart thump louder than the noises coming from the crowd. 


Leyon closed his eyes and drew in a deep breath. Hikari, this is for you. 


174 


Chapter 24: Lullaby Under The 
Crescent Moon 
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The crowd fell into silence as Leyon opened his eyes. He placed his fingers on the guitar 
strings. A low, almost faint guitar pattern began playing, slowly at first, and the tune became 
consistent as it grew louder. And soon, the words escaped his lips. 


The night feels so long 

An ignorant soul lost in darkness, 
Running without a destination 

A life wasted aimlessly 

Searching for warmth 

The day we first met, 

Can I call it a miracle? 

Like a lost child wandering the streets, 


My heart keeps calling out to you 


When the moon shines bright under the crystal-clear night sky, 
Curious eyes stare at the silhouette of you 

Hey, can you tell me? 

What is it that you see in the far distance? 

I remember, 

The feeling that came so unexpected and refused to leave 

Like waves forever beating 


Against the shore 


I blinked once, and the world was no longer black, white and grey 
Hey? Can you see? 

The sky isn’t so dark 

And the clouds aren’t crying anymore 

A fragile flower shaken by an unsuspecting wind, 


You came into my world and made it your home 


Those days we laughed and couldn’ stop, 

The memories we made in those midsummer night confessions, 
I'll never forget them 

When life crushed me down and I struggled to get up, 
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I'll never forget the warmth of your hands that pulled me up 
Those endless years yearning for love 


Have finally come to an end 


Now I realize it for the first time 

The fact that I'm really stupid 

Why is it that I never noticed? 

You've always been there 

All I had to do was turn around 

Time passes and seasons change 

Even though I hate this world built on lies, 
I won't mind it anymore because you exist 


My only truth that matters 


The binds of fate that cripples me, 

I'll destroy them bit by bit 

Starting now, I'll walk forward and leave the past behind 
‘Cause if I close my eyes and dash to the future, 

I'll reach it someday, right? 

That dream I long for so badly 

Hey, do you know? Life isn’t so bad after all 


Because you're here 


The unsaid words buried in my heart, 

I'm sure you'll hear it someday 

For now, I'll keep them locked in my heart 
I'll suck up a deep breath and wait 

Even now, the road is still so far 

The unpredictable future that lies ahead, 
I know I'll be able to overcome it 


With you by my side 


177 


For you, I'll change 

And when everything falls into place, 
Ill hold your hand 

And never let you go 

Because I want to live, 

Admiring the sky full of stars 
Together with you 

Everyday 


"Wow, that was so good. Even now, I still have goosebumps," Gil said as they came out from 
the mall, and into the street. 


"I know. K, you should come and join my band. You can be the lead vocalist," Ray said, 
patting Leyon on his back. 


"I'm not interested," Leyon replied boredly. He wasn't really paying attention to what any of 
them were saying. All he could see was Hikari walking in front of him next to Gil. His eyes 
kept themselves fixed on the blue watch on her wrist. 


"When you sang that song, it was so obvious you were going to win," Ray went on from the 
side. "I mean, come on, it was too good. How did you even come up with the lyrics?" 


"Is it that important?" 


"I guess not." Ray shrugged his shoulders and continued, "But come to think of it, that music 
and the tune, that's the one you've been strumming on your guitar every time you come to 
the studio.” 


"Yeah," Leyon simply confirmed. He had actually prepared the song a long time ago, but 
never sang it in front of anyone. The song was dedicated to Hikari. He would not sing it for 
anybody else. 


It was pretty nostalgic if he thought about it. When did he really start having feelings for 
Hikari? He thought she was no more than a friend to him, but unknowingly, he'd been 
writing an entire song filled with thoughts about her, and thoughts about his longing. He was 
an idiot. 


Somehow, the thought that Hikari would most likely never reciprocate his feelings pained 
him. She probably wouldn't feel the same and probably never would. After all, who would 
ever love someone as pathetic as him? But he was willing to change that. He was going to 
work harder from now on — to become worthy of her love, to be able to protect her for 
eternity, to become a person she would proudly look up to, and admire. Until then, he would 
keep his feelings for her hidden. 


"But those lyrics, it sounded like a love confession to me," Gil said from the front, raising his 
arms and putting them behind his head in an unguarded manner. 
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"Love confession? Now that you mention it, it does sound like it," Ray agreed. "Wait, K? Was 
that song dedicated to Hikari?" he asked, his eyes gleaming in excitement. Hikari flared up, 
her face becoming as red as a tomato upon hearing Ray's unexpected speculation. 


"W-What? Where did you get that crazy idea from?" Leyon blatantly denied, but couldn't 
erase the heat that crept up his neck. 


"It's all written on your face, so don't deny it," Ray teased. "We all saw you winning and 
receiving the watch. Did you forget what you did after that?" Ray asked Leyon, pointing an 
accusing finger at him. Leyon immediately stopped talking in the middle. 


"Just remind him then," Gil cut in. 


"All the people in the mall were staring at you when you took the watch and walked right 
towards Hikari. And what did you do?" Ray questioned sarcastically. "You put the watch on 
her wrist yourself in front of everyone present there. The crowd went wild after seeing that." 


"I can still picture those girls watching Hikari with envy in their eyes. They were so jealous," 
Gil continued after Ray. 


"Yeah, you made it so obvious, K. And you dare say that song was not meant for Hikari?" 
"Shut up, shut up," Leyon repeated, closing his ears with his hands. 
"It doesn't matter now because we know the truth," Ray concluded. 


After taking a walk down the streets for some time, Ray and Gil bade farewell to Leyon and 
Hikari, saying they would like to excuse themselves to give the two couples their alone time. 


"Those two, they're always like this," Leyon muttered under his breath. He stood beside 
Hikari. An awkward silence lingered in the air, both not knowing what to say to each other. 


Thinking it would be a bothersome task to return home and cook dinner, Leyon suggested he 
take Hikari out to dinner in a nearby restaurant. 


"We should've eaten in the mall, but I was too anxious to go back after that performance," 
Leyon said as they walked to a restaurant that was a few metres ahead. "You must be hungry. 
I'm sorry," Leyon apologised. 


Hikari shook her head and smiled up at him like she always did. 


"Do you... do you like that watch?” Leyon asked, turning his face away from Hikari. He got 
more embarrassed when he didn't receive a response from Hikari. 


How can I not love it when you got it for me? Hikari thought to herself. Not even words 
could describe how happy she was. She recalled that time when Leyon stood on stage and 
sang. As she watched him from across the stage, goosebumps racking her whole body, she 
had to remind herself to breathe every single time he hit those high notes. His lips on the 
microphone, his hair that swayed ever so slightly when his hands strummed the guitar, and 
that deep, sensual voice of his — she would never be able to forget them for the rest of her 
life. 


But the most important thing that stumped her the most was when he came up to her after 
winning the contest, took her hand and put the watch on her wrist whilst almost everyone in 
the mall stared at them and cheered. And she didn't even thank him. 


Whenever Leyon did something like that, she always ended up falling for him all over again. 
It scared her, thinking of how long it would last before her feelings for him burst out in the 
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open. She loved him so, so much it was becoming painful for her to hide. But it seemed 
Leyon didn't feel the same way. He didn't even see her as a woman. He had never shown 
interest in her since the very beginning. That was why it was better to keep her feelings 
hidden in order not to destroy the friendship they already shared. 


Too many thoughts were occupying Hikari's mind even as they reached the restaurant. Leyon 
held the door out for her, and she absentmindedly walked in. She then took a random seat at 
an empty table. Leyon gave her a weird look, but followed her without saying anything, and 
settled himself opposite her at the same table. 


"I think they serve beer here," Leyon pointed out, looking at the menu. "Do you drink?" he 
asked Hikari. 


Hearing Leyon's voice instantly snapped Hikari out of her daze. It took two seconds for her 
to register his question before finally shaking her head no. 


"I don't drink either," Leyon said in response. "Pick any dish you want. I'll treat you." 


The table next to them was especially loud. It seemed like a few company workers were 
throwing a celebration of some sort. Most of them were drinking and laughing, annoying all 
the other customers in the restaurant. Leyon felt his anger rising, but tried to appease 
himself by focussing his attention on Hikari. He shouldn't have brought her there in the first 
place. But it was too late to leave now as they had already placed their order. Looking at 
Hikari's calm disposition, it didn't seem like she was affected by those drunkards who had 
completely forgotten how to behave themselves in public. 


When they were done with their meal, Leyon motioned his hand at the server to bring the 
bill. As they waited at the table for the server to arrive, Leyon saw a drunk man getting up 
from the table next to them. 


"I need to go to the washroom," Leyon heard the man say to his colleagues. His eyes followed 
the man, watching him in his drunken stupor, as he staggered past the other side of the table 
where Hikari was sitting. Right after passing Hikari, the man tripped on his own two feet and 
fell headfirst onto the tiled floor. 


In a fit of rage, the man got up and flipped over Leyon's table. A loud crashing sound echoed 
throughout the restaurant. Hikari sprang up in shock. Leyon immediately reached out and 
grabbed Hikari by the shoulders, pulling her to his chest, and circling a protective arm over 
her waist. 


"Are you okay?" Leyon softly asked Hikari. 

Hikari nodded, looking up at him with fear evident in her eyes. 

"What's your problem? How dare you trip me?" the drunk man yelled at Hikari. 

Hikari flinched at his words. 

"What?" Leyon fired at the man. "You tripped on your own. How dare you accuse her?" 


"She pushed me!" the man retorted as he started kicking things around the place. Leyon 
looked at him incredulously, rendered speechless at his audacity to say such words. 


"It seems talking to you is a waste of time," Leyon said, crackling his fist, his eyes narrowing 
dangerously. 


Just as Leyon raised his fist to strike the man's jaw, Hikari held him back, hugging his waist 
tightly. She shook her head and looked at him, her eyes desperately begging him to stop. 
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"Let go," Leyon warned, but Hikari kept latching onto him, refusing to let go. 


By that time, the other colleagues that had come with the drunk man stepped up and held 
him down, asking Leyon to forgive him for his recklessness. They apologised again and again 
in his stead. Even the restaurant manager came out to apologize to Leyon and Hikari. He 
went so far as to tell them they needn't pay anything because the restaurant would take full 
responsibility for causing them trouble. 


"Let's go," Leyon said, taking a petrified looking Hikari away with him. 


That night, Leyon dropped Hikari at her apartment, but she wouldn't let him leave. 


"Why are you still shaking?” Leyon asked as he came up to Hikari, who had been staring off 
into space from her balcony for quite a long while. "Do you see something in the sky?" 


Hikari didn't seem to have heard him and continued to stare blankly at the cloudy night sky. 
She looked lost, as though her mind had wandered off somewhere. Was she that frightened 
by that incident? Leyon didn't like it. That look on her face — it was the same face she made 
that time when she almost got hit by a truck. She was acting the same way she did back then. 


Without warning, Leyon came forward and hugged Hikari from behind. 


Hikari jumped, startled at the sudden contact. She never expected Leyon would hug her like 
that so out of the blue. She didn’t even notice he'd been next to her the whole time. 


"Don't move," Hikari heard Leyon's deep voice from behind. She could feel the warmth of his 
body on her back as he hugged her even tighter. "I'll stay like this until you stop shaking," he 
continued, and her heart skipped a beat. 


Hikari held her breath, ignoring the cold breeze that touched the warmth of her cheeks. She 
could feel Leyon's chest rising and falling as he breathed in and out. 


"What must I do to make you stop shaking?" she heard him ask. "Do you want me to tell you 
a story?" he asked again, after a pause. Her heart pounded heavily as she nodded. 


"My mom told me this story when I was a kid. It's a legend about the Bride of the Serpent 
God... Some people say the legend really existed, but I don't know for sure... He sounds 
scary, doesn't he? Makes you think he was some ugly serpent, right? But that wasn't the case. 
He was said to be the most handsome and kindest God in the immortal world." 


Leyon looked down at Hikari and smiled, realising that she had stopped shaking, and was 
attentively listening to his story. 


"There was a time when war broke out in the immortal world. And the Serpent God's bride 
took her own life to save him. Consumed by grief and sadness at the loss of his beloved bride, 
the Serpent God transformed into a gigantic snake monster and tried to destroy the entire 
world. He was unstoppable the moment he went into a killing spree. All the gods could only 
watch and do nothing." 


Hikari intently listened, very intrigued by the story. 


"Imagine if he really destroyed the world. We wouldn't be here right now." 
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But why didn't he? He lost his bride, didn't he? What made him change his mind? Unless his 
bride was not dead. Hikari wanted to ask Leyon all those questions, but it seemed he had 
spoken her mind. 


"By this time, you must be thinking why he didn't destroy the world. His bride died, so what 
made him change his mind? Unless, of course, his bride didn't die. And well, the answer is 
the bride didn't die." 


But how? What happened after that? 


"As for how and what happened after that, I'll tell you the whole story some other day... Now 
you've finally stopped shaking." With that said, Leyon unwrapped his arms from Hikari's 
body and stepped back. 


Hikari was disappointed with two things: one was that she lost the warmth from the hug, and 
the other was that Leyon did not finish the story. She pouted, turning to face him. 


Leyon smirked, seemingly satisfied at her reaction. "What? You want me to continue the 
story?" 


Hikari nodded furiously. 


"Too bad, I won't," Leyon teased, and fell silent afterwards. You know, if I were the God and 
you were the bride, I'm sure I would also react the same way he did if you died... If only I 
had one ounce of the strength that he had, nothing would stand in my way, not even the 
world. But then again, a God is a God, and a man is a man. So I can only be myself and 
become stronger in my own way. 


Hikari interrupted his thoughts by lightly punching him in his chest. She glared at him cutely 
and turned away from him. He chuckled at her silliness. 


"Hikari," Leyon called after a long silence passed between them. 


Hikari turned around, surprised at the name call. He had never once called her by her name 
when they were alone. He only used to call her name when they were surrounded by his 
friends, but this time, it was different. She didn't understand this unusual side of him. 


"You always keep me in the dark," said Leyon, fixing his gaze at her. He looked serious. "You 
never tell me what's on your mind. Sometimes, when you feel sad, lonely or afraid, it's okay 
to rely on me for support. Or am I too unreliable?" 


Hikari shook her head, denying his last question. She wondered what made him think of 
something so ridiculous as that. 


"Then I'm glad," Leyon said in response. 


Hikari smiled, lightly patting his arm with her hand. He gave her a questioning look at the 
gesture, but didn't say anything. 


A second later, Hikari raised her hand slightly, showing Leyon the watch she was wearing on 
her wrist — the watch he had won for her. 


"Thank you." Her mouth formed the words with her lips. "I love it," she added, her smile 
never leaving her face. Then they both went back to gazing at the sky above. 


As the clouds in the sky edged closer to cover the crescent moon, Leyon muttered in a voice 
only Hikari could hear. 


"The moon is beautiful, isn't it?” 
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"I'm sorry.” 
"Why are you sorry?" Nolan raised a questioning brow at Leyon's unexpected apology. 
"I said some mean things to you that day. So I'm apologising for that," Leyon replied. 


"Oh, that day? I'll pretend nothing happened. Is that why you came to me so early in the 
morning?" Nolan looked at his watch. "The first period hasn't even begun yet." 


"Yes... Hikari told me some things... but I didn't come here to apologise because of that. I'm 
genuinely sorry for my behaviour that day." 


"I get it. Now leave that talk aside. How're your studies going?" 


Nolan sighed. "I expected as much. You will fall silent when it comes to your studies. So, how 
about this? I'll tutor you." 


"What?" 


"Don't look so surprised. I'm saying I'll tutor you. I won't charge you if that's what you're 
worried about." 


"T'm not." 
"You won't refuse, will you?" 
"Can I refuse?" 


"You can, but let me tell you this. You can either choose to have me tutor you or continue 
doing your studies like how you're doing right now and fail. Hikari will be disappointed if she 
saw your results," Nolan said, carefully observing Leyon's expression from the corner of his 
eyes. 


A few seconds later, he got the answer he wanted. 
"T'll agree to it. I'll let you tutor me," Leyon said with determination in his eyes. 


Jackpot! Nolan smiled. So Hikari indeed was his driving force. "Every Saturday and Sunday, 
come to my residence. I'll mail you the address. Let's start from this week, shall we?" 


"Then I shall excuse myself." Having said that, Leyon headed towards the door to leave. He 
almost ran into Dustin on his way out. 


Leyon stepped aside to let him in, and after muttering a quick apology, he left the room. 


"Who was that kid? He's so good-looking and polite. Never seen him before. What class is he 
in?” Dustin said to Nolan. 


"That was Leyon,” Nolan answered. 


"That was who? Leyon? What happened to his hair?!" 
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The tall building stood before him, looming over the eastern horizon. 


So this was the place Hikari went to teach sign language class. Leyon gave one last look 
before going inside the building. 


"You're here to register for the new session, correct?" the receptionist on the first floor asked 
Leyon. 


"Yes." 
"The one hour class for the new session starts at 6 pm tonight,” the woman said. 


Yes, I already know that. Hikari told me. Leyon resisted the urge to roll his eyes at the 
woman. 


"Since you're registering today, would you like to attend the class from today onwards?" 
"That'd be great." 


After registering and paying the fees for joining the class, Leyon went to the classroom that 
was directed to him by the receptionist. He slid inside, careful not to let Hikari notice him. 
Taking a seat at the farthest bench in the classroom, he projected his eyes to Hikari, who was 
communicating in sign language with some teacher at the front. 


It seems the teacher talks and Hikari narrates to the class using sign language. Leyon 
quickly grasped the picture. How interesting. 


More and more students filled the room. Leyon touched his face time and time again to 
check if his mask was still on. He had come in secret. He didn't want Hikari to know he was 
taking sign language classes. He wanted to surprise her. But that was not his only purpose. 
He wanted to learn sign language because he wanted to be able to communicate with Hikari 
without using other means. That way, she could tell him what was on her mind anytime, 
anywhere, and at any moment. That was what he wanted. 


"That boy sitting at the far end corner with the mask on, please move forward. There are 
plenty of unoccupied seats in the middle," a teacher said from the microphone. 


Leyon panicked as he saw Hikari turn in his direction. Covering his face with a notebook, 
Leyon came up and took a seat with his classmates somewhere around the middle of the 
class. 


He peaked to see if Hikari was still looking at him, but it seemed she had turned away and 
was busy going through some files on the teacher's desk. He let out a deep breath. Hikari had 
no clue it was him. She did not recognise him one bit with his mask on. 


This stupid girl, she needs to improve her perception skills. Wait, shouldn't I be happy I 
wasn't discovered? 


And so, Leyon's first day in sign language class began. 
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Chapter 25: Invisible Thorns 


"Okay class, today we are going to talk about the menstrual cycle," Miss Delilah announced 
to the class. "Boys, pay attention." 


Leyon could care less about the class that was going on. He was busy staring out the window, 
watching some students from another class play in the fields. 


Biology was the last class of the day, and all he wanted was for this class to be over. He 
needed work to do. 


"There must be a lot of questions on your mind. Like, what is this menstrual cycle like? Or 
what exactly happens during a menstrual period. Why do we call this the time of the 
month?”... 


Leyon heard Delilah talking in the background. His mind wasn't fully concentrated on the 
topic. He would hear her speak some lines, and then he would zone out. 


"So, it's important to track your menstrual cycle. Most girls mark the date in their calendars. 
That will help to know when"... 


Leyon zoned out again. He checked his watch and frowned. Another fifteen minutes left 
before the end of class. Leyon almost nodded off many times during the lecture, but then his 
head would momentarily jerk him awake whenever he was about to succumb to that relaxing 
sensation. 


"Cramps can be excruciatingly painful for some girls. So putting a hot compress on the lower 
abdomen can help relieve some of the pain. If the cramps keep getting worse, using over-the- 
counter medications such as ibuprofen, Advil or other-" Delilah stopped speaking upon 
hearing the bell. "Let's continue this next class," she said, closing her book. 


The noise in the classroom was deafening as students howled in excitement at the thought of 
going back to their homes. 


Finally. Leyon got up. 
"Sit down, Leyon. You can leave only after I walk out the door," Delilah hissed at him. 


Leyon growled and sat back down. 


"It's quite unusual for you to come to my apartment. What brings you here?" Ray asked as he 
sat on the floor of his room, inspecting his electric guitar. 


"So I can't be here?" Leyon responded. 
"It's not that. I'm just surprised," Ray said, proceeding to adjust the strings on his guitar. 


Leyon ignored Ray and went for his bed. His body sloppily crashed onto the soft mattress 
and stared up at the ceiling, deep in thought. 


"Tired?" Ray's voice came from a little distance. 
"Yeah." 


"Do you want a smoke?" Ray offered. 
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"I quit a long time ago.” 

"That's the second time you surprised me today." 
"Really?" 

"Did you quit because of Hikari?" 

"No. I quit long before I met her." 


"I see." Ray finished tuning his guitar, and plucked a few strings before continuing, "Why'd 
you quit? I thought smoking helped relieve stress?" 


"It's a lie. It doesn't work. It didn't help relieve any of my stress," Leyon replied, putting an 
arm over his eyes to block out the bright lighting. 


"So you quit?" 
"Yeah." 
"You're quite a strange person." 


There was a long pause of silence before Leyon spoke again. "How's your music career going, 
Ray?" 


"T'll say I'm hanging by a thread," Ray replied sheepishly. 
"How long do you plan on living like that? Why don't you just go back home?" 


"Are you saying I'm poor because I live by myself?" Ray snorted. "It's not like you don't 
already know. I don't want to go back home. Ever since my parents got divorced, things have 
become too troublesome. You know I stayed with my dad after the divorce, right?” 


Leyon listened in silence. He could understand Ray's feelings. He'd been through quite a lot 
since he was a child. Divorce could mean a new beginning for the parents, but they would 
never know how their decisions impacted their kids. Ray might seem happy, kind, and full of 
energy on the outside, but only Leyon knew about the wounds in his heart. 


"But then, my dad remarried, my mom too," Ray continued. "I even have half-siblings now. 
It's weird. Whenever I go back home to my dad, I feel like a home-wrecker." 


"I don't blame you." 


"Besides, nobody supports my dream in that house. Leave them. I'll become a fabulous 
singer one day and show the world what I'm capable of," Ray exclaimed joyfully. "You 
support me, don't you?" 


"Hey? Say something.” 
"Yeah, yeah, I fully support you, happy?" Leyon said, his voice sounding forced. 


Ray laughed. "Idiot," he muttered under his breath. "By the way, you still going around 
searching for Hikari's mother?" 


"Yeah." 
"You went out in search of her today as well?" 


"Yeah." 
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"How many times do I have to tell you? It's impossible to find a person like that. Do you 
know how big the city is? Do you know how many neighbourhoods there are in this city? You 
don't even know where she lives, where her workplace is, who she hangs out with. You have 
absolutely no clue. So how exactly are you going to find her?" Ray lectured on. 


"Shut up." 


"How many months has it been? You're just wasting your efforts. Just going around asking 
people if they've seen her by showing her picture will never work," Ray went on. "Wait, are 
you sure she even stays in the city?" he asked, raising a brow. 


"Hikari said she stays here, but she also doesn't have any idea where," said Leyon. 


"You two are hopeless. If the situation's like this, then I guess it can't be helped. Let me also 
try and see what I can do to help you guys. You said you have Hikari's mother's picture, 
didn't you? Show me." 


"Nope. " 
"Why?" 


"It's fine." Leyon dodged his question. Ray already had enough going on in his life. How 
could he burden him more? 


"What are you talking about?" Ray scowled. 
"T'll figure something out, so don't worry.” 
"I hate that you don't let others help you when you know you need it." 


"Are you done now, grampa? I want to sleep," Leyon said, crawling up the bed to take a 
pillow. 


"You ungrateful human being. Sleep all you want," Ray mocked and snatched the pillow 
where Leyon was resting his head on. 


"Stop. I don't have any energy to fight with you," Leyon said as he groggily got up from the 
bed. 


"T'll go turn on the TV to disturb you." Ray stuck out his tongue at Leyon and reached for the 
remote. 


"Give me some break," Leyon growled. 
Ray ignored him and turned on the TV. 


"In today's news, the highly anticipated inauguration ceremony of Shining Pearl Hotel was 
held this morning. The CEO of UrbanBlue Holdings, Mr Bronze and his wife, Evelyn-" 


"Hey, why'd you change the channel? Go back," Leyon said hurriedly, all remnants of sleep 
and tiredness disappearing all at once. 


"Why? News is boring," Ray replied. 
"Just go back to that channel," Leyon said, raising his tone. 
"Alright, geez.” 


Leyon planted his eyes on the screen as soon as Ray changed back the channel. That woman 
looked so familiar, almost as if he had seen her before. Three seconds later, it clicked. Leyon 
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had no doubt about it. The person who was on TV, the wife of the CEO of UrbanBlue 
Holdings, Evelyn, was none other than Hikari's mother. He remembered Hikari telling him 
once that her mother's name was Evelyn. And the photo he had been carrying almost 
everywhere with him, in hopes of finding that woman, made it all the more certain that she 
was the one he was looking for. She was definitely Hikari's mother. 


Evelyn, is it? Leyon took out his phone and searched on the net. How could he have been so 
stupid? Every detail he needed to know was found under the CEO, Mr Bronze's name. Fate 
sure did love toying around with people and taking advantage of their lack of comprehension 
skills. 


"I'm heading out," Leyon said to Ray and rushed out the door. 


"Where are you going? Weren't you going to sleep just a minute ago?” Ray shouted from his 
room, but Leyon was long gone. 


This is the place. Leyon looked at the three-storeyed house up ahead. This was Mr Bronze's 
house, the same house Evelyn must be living in. After Leyon did some searching on the 
internet, finding their house location was fairly easy, but he did spend almost an hour 
snooping around in the area to get their exact home address. 


Leyon had been watching, waiting, and walking in the area for minutes now. He wondered 
what would happen if he went into that house and broke the news of Hikari. Would her 
mother be overjoyed, or thrilled to know that her daughter was alive and well? Would she be 
in tears after hearing about Hikari? But wasn't she the one who abandoned Hikari just so she 
could live a luxurious, carefree life in the arms of her second husband? It was starting to 
become too complicated for Leyon to think. 


Just then, a bright light shone from behind him on the road. A car was approaching. Leyon 
moved quickly and hid himself in a corner somewhere in the area. The black car stopped 
before Mr Bronze's house. Leyon watched as Mr Bronze got out of the backseat of the car. 
Like a gentleman, he held the door and extended his hand to provide assistance to someone 
who was still inside the car. The unidentified person accepted his hand and climbed out of 
the car. 


Leyon almost stopped breathing when he finally saw who it was. Evelyn; he had almost 
called out. 


It seemed they had just arrived home. Leyon had no idea they were out the whole day. How 
long did that inauguration ceremony even last? He saw Mr Bronze put an arm around 
Evelyn's waist as they both went into the house. 


Leyon took a few steps forward and then paused, hesitating. Was he really doing the right 
thing? What if Mr Bronze didn't know Evelyn had a daughter named Hikari? 


"Whenever I go back home to my dad, I feel like a home-wrecker." Unconsciously, Leyon 
found himself recalling the words Ray had said to him earlier that evening. He was starting 
to feel extremely unsettled. Ray had talked about being a home-wrecker, and now it seemed 
like he was about to become one if he went into that house and sought Evelyn out. 
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Leyon, let's carefully rethink things; he told himself. For the time being, it would be better if 
he didn't let Hikari know of his discovery. The last thing he wanted was to hurt her. There 
was no way he was going to let her feel unwanted or abandoned for the second time in her 
life. 


Evelyn's thoughts and feelings about Hikari; he needed to find them out somehow. 


The doorbell rang twice, but nobody came to answer the door. 


Standing in front of Hikari's apartment, Leyon patiently waited for the door to open. Was she 
not home? 


Leyon held the door handle and tried twisting it. To his surprise, the door opened. What a 
brainless idiot. She didn't even lock the door. Any burglar could've sneaked in and stolen all 
of her possessions. Leyon was irritated just thinking about it. He needed to scold her for 
being so careless. 


The lights were off when he entered the room. Was she really not home? Then where did she 
run off to? Leyon wondered, switching on the lights. He scoured the room with his eyes and 
took in a deep breath. Her room always smelt like lemongrass. It was fresh and light, with a 
hint of lemon attached to it. He secretly loved it. 


Leyon glanced around the room again and did a double-take when his eyes landed on the 
human-sized lump on the bed. He found Hikari with a blanket wrapped all around her body. 
She should have locked the door if she was home. What if some disgusting pervert walked in? 
Leyon kept making up scenarios in his head. 


"Stray Cat?” Leyon called. "Are you sleeping?" 


Leyon approached the bed to get a closer look. Hikari peaked at him from underneath the 
blanket, her hands clutching the fuzzy fabric under her chin. 


"What are you doing all covered up? Are you not feeling well?" Leyon asked, concerned. A 
look of discomfort and something else — pain — was evident on her face. 


Hikari shook her head and continued to stay under the covers. Leyon bent down and touched 
her forehead, checking to see if she had a fever; there seemed to be nothing wrong with her. 


"Hikari? What's the matter?" Leyon searched her eyes, but could not find any answer. He 
could see her hands clutching the blanket so tightly her knuckles were turning white. Not to 
mention, she was fidgeting uncomfortably on the bed. What exactly was wrong with her? 


Leyon looked around, trying to see if there was anything that could help her, or him. His eyes 
somehow landed on a small desk calendar mounted on top of the table beside her bed. 


Why did Hikari circle the 18th of September with a red marker? Leyon narrowed his eyes in 
confusion. The 18th of September? It was today. Then realisation hit him. Hikari's odd 
behaviour, the reason she looked so pale and tired, why she refused to tell him anything, 
everything made sense. 
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"So, it's important to track your menstrual cycle. Most girls mark the date in their 
calendars." Miss Delilah's words echoed in his head. Shit! Why was he so stupid? He 
should've realised it sooner. 


"Did you take medication?" Leyon asked. Hikari looked up at him with a dumbfounded 
expression. He pointed to the calendar beside the table. "That mark," he said to her, and 
paused, giving her a knowing look. "Is it your first day?" 


It took a few seconds for Hikari to register what he was saying before she finally understood. 
The blush immediately rose to her cheeks, and she shyly nodded her head. 


"Does it hurt that bad?" Leyon asked, a flash of emotion crossing his eyes. But that only 
made Hikari blush harder. She couldn't bear to look at him anymore, so she raised the 
blanket over her head and laid still underneath. 


"T'll be back,” Hikari heard Leyon say to her before she heard the sound of her apartment 
door closing. She didn't need to pull back the covers to make sure of it. Leyon was already 
gone. 


Thirty minutes later, Leyon came back, carrying with him a bag full of supplies. Putting the 
bag down on the living room table, he took out some of the things he bought and headed to 
the kitchen. Another ten minutes later, he came out, carrying a bowl of soup and a glass of 
warm water on a tray. 


"Hikari?" Leyon inched closer to the bed, shaking Hikari awake. "Eat something." 


Hikari turned and slowly sat up, pushing the covers halfway to her waist. Leyon placed the 
tray on the foldable bed table that he found lying beside Hikari's bed and brought it to her. 


"You haven't eaten anything, have you?" Leyon asked. 
Hikari shook her head. 


"These are pills to help relieve your cramps," said Leyon, putting the strip of pills on the bed 
table. "You have to consume some food before you take it." 


Hikari nodded as she stirred the soup. It smells good. 


"I'm not good at cooking. I know the soup tastes bad, but it's edible, so..." Leyon scratched 
his head, turning away from Hikari. "Just eat it. And those pills," Leyon said, looking sternly 
at her, “It won’t be good if you keep taking them for your cramps, but this time I'll make it an 
exception. Next time, just endure the pain." Leyon then looked away slightly, his cheeks 
reddening before muttering, "I'll cook you better food that will help lessen the pain next 
time." 


Without waiting for Hikari's response, Leyon quickly went away to take care of the things he 
had left on the living room table. 


Hikari smiled, staring happily at the soup Leyon made for her. She didn't care what it tasted 
like. This was the first time Leyon had cooked something for her. Wait, was it? Hikari tried to 
remember. The first time Leyon offered her something to eat was the day he took her to his 
home after saving her from that drunk paedophile. She couldn't say he cooked for her then, 
but he did serve her a hot, tasty cup of noodles. That was also how she came to love cup 
noodles so much. 
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Leyon watched as Hikari downed the soup in her stomach. She made it seem like it was so 
delicious, but Leyon knew it wasn't. He had tasted it himself earlier to check if it was 
passable enough to serve a human being. The taste wasn't bad, but it could be better. 


When Hikari was done with her soup, she reached for the warm water and swallowed her pill 
with it. 
"Here," Leyon said, walking closer to Hikari, his hands holding something out for her to take. 


"It's a water bag. I heated it for you. I heard putting this on your stomach will help ease the 
pain." 


Hikari took the hot water bag from his hand, mouthing him a small thank you. 


Leyon stared, not uttering a response. So many things entered his mind all at once. Seeing 
Hikari in that condition really opened his eyes. She had always looked fine to him. There was 
not a day where she fell sick in his memory. He had stayed with her for more than a month in 
his apartment before she moved into her own place. But in those days they had stayed 
together, he never once detected anything odd or unusual about her, especially when it came 
to things like 'that time of the month’. She was just too good at hiding it. Or maybe all girls 
were good at hiding these things. 


The sudden vibration from his pocket startled him, interrupting his thoughts. His phone was 
ringing. 


Upon hearing the sound, Hikari shifted her attention to Leyon, watching him pick up the 
call. 


"Hey, big bro? What are you doing now?" said the voice from the other end. 
"Is this Gil?" asked Leyon. 

"Yup. Do you want to hang out today?" 

"I can't, today.” 

"Why?" 

"Hikari's sick. Let's hang out some other day." 

"Wait, Big sis is sick? Is it serious? Should I come over?" 

"No, it's fine. She said she doesn't want to be disturbed." 


What did he say? Hikari gaped at Leyon. She waved her hands, trying to get him to look at 
her. 


"Oh, okay. She must be tired. Tell her to get well soon," Gil said from the other line. 
"T will." 

"Okay then, bye." 

Hikari hung her head low in shame. Why did Leyon have to make her sound so mean? 
"How are you feeling now?" Leyon asked her. 

I don't want to answer you. Hikari glared at him. 


"You know, today I met-" Leyon started, but stopped mid-sentence. He couldn't tell her, not 
yet. The news of her mother; he needed to hide everything from her for now. "—nothing." 
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Hikari gave Leyon a questioning look, but he ignored her. He took the finished tray of food 
from the bed table and headed for the kitchen sink. 


Hikari stuck out her tongue at him from behind. She then laid down on the bed and pulled 
up the covers. The pain was slowly fading away, and she could feel herself getting better. She 
couldn't imagine how much she would have suffered if Leyon hadn't come to see her today. 


Hikari sighed in content. She didn't think it was the Ibuprofen that helped ease her period 
cramps; it was Leyon that made her forget that pain. He was and would always be her happy 
pill. 


Hikari smiled to herself as she snuggled deeper into her warm, cosy bed and drifted off to 
sleep. 
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Chapter 26: The Symphony In Sunset 


"This is it for today's class," the teacher concluded. 


Leyon leaned back in his seat, exhausted. Who knew sign language class could be so tough. 
He saw the teacher collect the books from her table, preparing to leave. He should probably 
get going too before Hikari noticed him. With that in mind, Leyon hurriedly stood up, picked 
up his books, and skipped past his desk. He waited for the students in front to leave one by 
one. Out of nowhere, someone crashed into him on his way out. Books belonging to the other 
person fell on the floor and he got down to pick them up. 


The moment he looked up, his eyes widened in shock. Hikari? When did she? His mouth 
went dry, unable to speak. Leyon touched his face, checking to see if his mask was still on. He 
sighed with relief. But his sense of self-assurance was short-lived when he saw Hikari 
intently watching him. Her curious eyes looked into his as if she had seen something familiar 
there before. And the moment he noticed the glint in her eyes, he knew he was screwed. 


Quickly shoving her books in her hands, Leyon adjusted his mask, and dashed out of the 
classroom, disappearing into the crowd of students leaving the room. He needed to run. 
Hikari was becoming suspicious of him. Looking over his shoulder, he caught a glimpse of 
Hikari making her way through the crowd, running after him. Shit! Shit! Shit! If she found 
him, he wouldn't know how to explain it to her. 


Once he was out of the building, he hid himself in some corner nearby. 


Hikari paced back and forth around the compound, eyes wildly searching for the familiar 
figure. It couldn't be him, could it? Leyon wouldn't be here. He had work today; Hikari said 
to herself, glancing at the time on her watch. Her mind must be playing tricks on her again. 
That person with the mask probably just looked like Leyon, that's all. Hikari tried to 
convince herself, but couldn't ease the feeling of discomfort in her stomach. 


Five minutes later, she gave up the search and turned to go back to her classroom, only to 
run into someone's back yet again. What was happening to her lately? 


"Are you Okay?" a voice asked her. 

Hikari shook her head, smiling sweetly at the stranger she had run into. 
"I'm sorry," the man apologised instead. 

Hikari waved her hands, telling him it was alright. 

"Okay then, see ya," the guy said and left the place. 


What a mysterious person, Hikari thought. He looked so scary. With a slight shake of her 
head, Hikari shrugged those thoughts away and went back to the building. 


"Hey, big bro? Where are you?" 
"Ah, Gil? I'll be there soon," Leyon replied on the phone. 
"Hurry up, okay? The manager will cut our pay if we're late." 


"I know. I'm coming." Leyon cut the call. He ran a hand over his hair, a frustrated sigh 
escaping his lips. His life was too hectic. First, school, then sign language class, and now food 
delivery; he counted in his head. It had been a week since he started working part time in 
food delivery service. Not only that, on the weekends, he still had his Spartan tutoring 
sessions with Nolan in his house. Why was it so hard to make a living? 
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His phone pinged again, and he opened his screen to check. A text message from Hikari: 
Where are you? The hairs on his body stood up. 


"I'm with Gil. Remember, I have a food delivery job now?" He quickly texted back. 
"Oh, I see. Take care. See you soon." 
"Bye." 


Leyon took in a deep breath and exhaled. His intuition was right; Hikari was indeed 
suspicious of him. But thankfully, it seemed she didn't find out it was him as of yet. I'm 
always hiding from her like some criminal. Leyon came out from his hiding spot. Seeing 
that Hikari was not around there anymore, he finally let his guard down. Then, shoving his 
phone in his pocket, he left for work. 


"Hey, Zayden? What took you so long?" said a male voice. The said male playfully wrapped 
his arm around Zayden's neck. 


"I was distracted,” replied Zayden. 
"How? What happened?" 


"I ran into a cute girl on my way here." 


Annoying, extremely annoying. It was unfair, extremely unfair. 


There he was, nose-buried in his books, busy studying, and there she was, sitting across the 
table facing him, yet her attention was not on him; it was on her phone, and she was busy 
smiling like a dork at the screen. 


"Do you know you're being such a distraction right now?" Leyon said to Hikari, not even 
caring to hide his annoyance. "Are you even listening to me?” 


Hikari slowly put her phone down and looked at Leyon. 


"Who are you even texting? It's been so long." Just as Leyon said those words, Hikari's phone 
screen lit up and vibrated on the table, signalling an incoming message. 


Instead of answering his questions, Hikari picked up her phone again and continued to text 
with the same person she'd been texting with since earlier. Her actions only made Leyon's 
blood boil. 


Was she texting with a guy? Perhaps a colleague from her workplace? How long had they 
known each other? Or was he the crush she mentioned in the past? Had she finally found 
him? 
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Leyon couldn't handle it anymore. He snatched the phone from Hikari's hand and ran his 
eyes over the screen, checking, inspecting, investigating who she'd been continuously texting 
with. 


"Ray?" Leyon questioned. "You've been texting Ray this whole time?" 


Hikari nodded, her hands quickly reaching out to snatch her phone back, but Leyon held it 
away from her. At last, she gave up. 


"What secrets are you trying to hide from me?" Leyon muttered as he scrolled her phone 
screen, looking at the texts she and Ray were sending each other. "Birthday planning? What's 
this? Who's birthday are you guys planning?" Leyon asked. 


Hikari pointed a finger at him. 
"Me?" 
Hikari nodded her head. 


"My birthday is on... wait, my birthday is..." Leyon thought deep, trying to remember. "1st of 
October?” He looked at Hikari. 


Hikari nodded again. This guy didn't even know his own birthday. Hikari pitied him. It 
seemed like Leyon never celebrated his own birthday ever since the death of his family. 


"It's on Sunday, and today's Friday, so one more day to go." Leyon counted. "Forget that. 
Who told you guys to go and do something so unnecessary? I won't celebrate." 


Hikari pouted, giving Leyon a very dissatisfied look. 


As Leyon kept scanning their messages, another text message popped on the screen. This 
time, it was from Gil, asking Hikari whether she had decided on the present they were going 
to give to him. 


"A present for me?" Leyon pressed his lips together in a thin line. He was not happy. 


Hikari kept silent and looked down. Leyon tapped his finger on the table, telling her to put 
her head up. He then looked straight into her eyes and said, "If you go so far as to give mea 
present, I'll burn it for sure." 


Hikari gulped, fidgeting uncomfortably in her seat as Leyon took out his phone to call Ray 
and Gil, apparently to give them an earful. 


"Finally, we reached,” Ray exclaimed, out of breath. Following close behind him were Leyon, 
Hikari, and Gil. They had finally reached the roof terrace of the large six-storeyed apartment 
building where Leyon resided. 


Ray opened the door, and they all went out into the vast, open space. 
"This is it. This is the place where we're going to celebrate K's birthday," Ray said excitedly. 


"Why do I have to be dragged here with you guys again?" Leyon said, clearly irritated. Ray 
and Gil were like chewing gum, annoyingly hard to get rid of. He would never understand 
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why they kept sticking to him. Even after he had told them countless times not to celebrate 
his birthday, they just wouldn't listen. 


Ray threw the mat he was carrying in his arms and spread it on the ground. 
"Gil, come and keep the things here," Ray said, waving at Gil. 


"Okay. These things are heavy, man," said Gil as he unloaded two large heavy bags 
containing foods and drinks they had bought. 


Leyon looked at his watch. It was five o'clock in the evening, which was way too early. 
"Why did you buy all this food?" Leyon asked. 
"To eat, of course. What else? We also bought snacks to last the whole night," Ray answered. 


"Today's not even my birthday? It's tomorrow. Shouldn't we be doing all this tomorrow?" 
said Leyon. He couldn't understand what they were planning for him. 


"We know that. But the real reason we brought you here today is because today's the last day 
of the month of September.” 


"And?" Leyon squinted his eyes at Ray, waiting for him to continue. 


"And at exactly midnight, there will be a fireworks display to welcome the next month of the 
year, which just so happens to fall on your birthday. So we are going to wait and witness 
those fireworks. The rooftop will give us the best view," Ray explained everything in one 
breath. 


Hikari pulled at Ray from the back, showing her phone to him. Ray leaned back, reading the 
words Hikari had written on the screen. "Why there are fireworks on the ist of October?" Ray 
read out loud. 


"Big sis, you probably don’t know since you're new to the city. I'll explain for you," Gil 
answered for Hikari instead. "Every year, the city holds firework events to celebrate the 
harvest season which officially starts from the ist of October which is also big bro's birthday. 
There will be many festivities throughout the month." 


"Leyon's one lucky bastard. Even the nation is displaying fireworks for his birthday," Ray 
chimed in. 


Hikari giggled. Ray was right about that. 


"I don't know what you guys have against me,” Leyon muttered audibly. But Ray was busy 
taking all the food out of the bag to even reply to him. 


"What are these papers, Ray?" Gil asked, seeing a pile of papers on the mat. It seemed Ray 
was the one who had brought them. 


"Oh, those? They're leftover flyers. I've been distributing them since morning. Now it's done. 
I don't need them anymore. I was supposed to throw them away on the way, but I forgot," 
Ray replied. 


"You've been going around doing all sorts of work lately, haven't you?" said Leyon, his eyes 
shifting from the flyers to Ray. 


"Well, a man's got to do something to earn." 


"By the way, are you still going to the fight club?" Leyon asked Ray. 
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"Yeah, sometimes." 
"Why? You should stop going there," Leyon said in a stern voice. 


"I will, soon. I only go there to earn quick cash, anyway. The betting and all, it's quite 
convenient. But these days, I'm not so lucky. In the past, I'd bet my money on you because I 
know you'd always win. Those were the days. I never lost a single bet, but now I'm losing 
some." 


"So you're asking me to come back so you can earn more money?" Leyon said in a dull tone. 
And for the very first time, Hikari glared at Ray. 


"No. I would never!" Ray looked at Leyon, his expression clearly telling him he was being 
extremely ridiculous. "Hikari, please don't look at me like that. I'm a good person. I will 
never let your boyfriend get hurt again. You can trust me," Ray begged. Hikari blushed and 
looked away. 


"Don't make me say it twice, Ray. Stay away from that place. It won't do you any good." 
"Yes, yes. I understand." 
"Big bro is right. Even I stopped going there a long time ago." 


"Even you, Gil? You're lecturing me- wait a minute!" Ray exclaimed loudly, "—something's 
missing.” He rummaged through the food bags, looking for something. "The blackberry lime 
cupcakes, it's not here. We must've left it at the restaurant." 


"Did we even buy it? Check the receipts," said Gil. 


"Of course we bought it. It's written here in the receipt. We have to go get it now. Come with 
me." Ray stood up. 


"No way. I'm too tired. You go by yourself. The elevator doesn't even work in this shitty 
apartment. I'm not going to climb up and down the stairs again. It's too tiring," Gil whined. 


"Get up, you constipated pig," Ray remarked, pulling Gil by the arms. We got that for Hikari 
because it's her favourite. Let's go." 


"If it's for big sis, then-" 
"Then you'll go," Ray finished for him. Gil nodded and got up. 


You really don't have to. Hikari tried to intervene, but Ray waved her off, telling her they 
would most definitely go and get it. 


"Just let them go," Leyon cut in, ushering them to leave. He wanted to spend some alone 
time with Hikari without those two interfering. 


Soon enough, Ray and Gil left the place. 


Stray clouds drifted silently across the flaming red and amber tinged sky as the sun slowly 
descended below the horizon. Hikari made her way towards Leyon, who was sitting near the 
edge of the roof terrace. It seemed like a pretty dangerous place to be at, the only form of 
protection being the twenty-centimetre high concrete parapet wall constructed at the roof of 
the building, not exactly a good safety system. 
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Leyon was folding the flyers Ray had brought with him earlier that day. He was turning them 
into paper airplanes of different shapes and sizes, and launching them off the roof one by 
one. Hikari came over and sat next to him. She then grabbed a page from the chunk of flyers 
lying around and started mimicking Leyon, who was in the process of making another paper 
plane. 


"You're doing it wrong," Leyon said to Hikari, watching her hand movements. 


Leyon took the paper from her and began to teach her the steps. A few tries later, Hikari was 
finally able to make a decent paper plane by herself — a model that was the easiest to make. 
She smiled at him as she launched her first paper plane. It struggled a bit at first, wildly 
climbing up and down the wide, empty space before the wind picked it up and carried it 
across the sky. 


Leyon stared at Hikari, observing the angelic smile that graced her lips as she watched her 
plane float effortlessly with the breeze in the sky. It flew farther and farther away from them 
before disappearing out of sight. If he could spend every day with Hikari like this, wouldn't it 
be nice? No worries, no troubles, no stress, just the two of them existing blissfully under the 
crystal clear sky in a world that was made solely for them. 


"My father was the one who taught me how to make paper planes when I was young," Leyon 
began. "Whenever we had time, my father and I would climb to the roof of our house and fly 
paper planes. On windy days, they flew so high and so far. Even now, I can clearly hear the 
words he said to me then. 'Ley, chase your dreams like that paper plane chases the horizon. 
Don't give up till you reach it.' But I ended up doing the opposite of what he told me." 


Leyon leaned back and closed his eyes, reminiscing those memories. 


"But recently, those thoughts have been coming back to me," Leyon continued. "It's not 
because of what my father said this time. It's because of me. I want to chase that dream for 
myself and make it come true," he finished. 


Leyon didn't know how many more obstacles, hardships, or pain he must overcome to reach 
his goals, but this time, he would go all out without looking back. Hikari was the one who 
brought back his past self: the little boy who had dreams, and a passion for art; the little boy 
who promised to change the world and make it a better place; the little boy who wanted to 
inspire people, and evoke a feeling of greatness through his artworks. She was the one who 
made him realise. 


"Leyon, your dream is to become an artist someday, isn't it?" Hikari asked Leyon, snapping 
him out of his thoughts. 


"Yeah," Leyon answered. 
Hikari typed on her phone. "What is art to you, Leyon?" 
"Art, huh?” Leyon thought deeply. 


Art was everything to him. He was an artist who loved to paint. When he felt depressed and 
tired of being all alone in this dark world, he would paint. He would imagine and dream, 
drowning himself in his own fantasy world to escape reality. This was also why most of his 
arts were fantasy-themed; reality was far too boring and disappointing. 


His parents had been the first to support his dreams. He loved to see the smile on their faces 
when he showed them his drawings — the moment he felt the first spark of interest and 
excitement that made him want to become an artist someday. The second one was his 
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passion, a burning desire. And as this passion grew bigger and bigger with each passing day, 
then came a new purpose. 


"For me, art is a way to express my feelings and emotions in a way that doesn't require 
words," Leyon answered. "It's like telling the world a story, any kind, but without words. 
Emotions like pain, sadness, happiness, I want to show them through my art. It's not just 
about becoming famous and earning money. It's a lot more than that. It's about touching 
people's hearts — to reach out and inspire." 


Hikari listened attentively as Leyon described everything to her. She could understand his 
thoughts and feelings even more clearly now. 


"Thank you for sharing with me. You're not alone. I'll always be there to support and help 
you every step of the way," said Hikari, sporting the brightest smile that could put any star to 
shame. 


Leyon wasn't expecting her to say those words. For some reason, his heart felt a lot lighter, 
and... happier. Because deep inside, he knew she meant every word she said. 


Hikari watched Leyon from the side, not missing his calm and collected expression as he 
launched another paper plane in the air. She couldn't read what he was thinking; she wished 
she could. What was he hiding beneath that cool exterior? She could never tell if he was 
happy, or sad, or lonely from his expressions. She could only tell when he was angry and 
annoyed. He never talked much either, but when he did, it made her admire him more. How 
long was she going to wait? What was she so afraid of? Why couldn't she just confess to him? 
It wouldn't matter if she was rejected; she would still hold on to him, no matter what. 


Hikari sucked in a deep breath and looked up at the darkening sky. The sun had completely 
set. It felt quite nice, just sitting there beside Leyon, imagining being with him, and hoping 
for a future where they would end up together. If they started a family someday, would Leyon 
also teach his children how to make a paper plane and fly with them? Hikari felt her heart 
bubbling with delight at the thought, her mind creating up a perfect picture of that perfect 
family. How she wished she could live forever beside him. 


“Hikari?... You said you're going to find your mother, didn't you?" 
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Chapter 27: Midnight Fireworks 


"Hikari?... You said you're going to find your mother, didn't you?" 
Her senses jolted awake at hearing his voice. Hikari nodded. 
"Were you able to get any information about her?" 


Hikari shook her head. Finding her mother was harder than she thought. But she hadn't 
expected much. She knew it would be almost impossible to find her mother with just a 
picture. Even Leyon was doing his best to find her. She felt bad for burdening him with an 
impossible task. 


"Do you want to meet her soon?" Leyon asked, carefully studying her face. 
Hikari shook her head. 
"No? You don't want to?” Leyon was confused. 


Hikari nodded. It was true she wanted to meet her mother, but she was in no hurry. She 
wasn't prepared. What was she supposed to say to her when they meet? Would her mother 
welcome her with open arms and happy tears? Her mother left because she wanted to escape 
from her abusive father. She left because she loved her freedom more than she loved her own 
daughter, though she couldn't blame her. If I suddenly showed up in front of my mother 
now without any notice, would she run away from me like she did ten years ago? Would 
she leave me all alone again? 


"Are you okay even if you don't see her again?" Leyon asked. 


"I really want to see her again. I will never stop searching till I find her. But I'm not 
desperate. If we're meant to meet again, then I'm sure we will meet someday regardless of 
how long it takes." Just like I met you. 


"But she is your mother, isn't she? You've been separated for so long. Don't you feel 
anxious?" 


"No. I've survived ten years without her. So I don't feel anxious at all." Hikari gave Leyon a 
reassuring smile. But that didn't lessen the uneasiness in her heart. It had been ten whole 
years. Her mother had never once looked for her in those ten years. She couldn't help but 
think maybe her mother didn't love her very much. Or maybe her mother had already started 
a new family with her current husband and forgotten about her. 


Leyon wasn't convinced. Hikari was doing it again. She was hiding her feelings. Was it that 
hard for her to tell him what she was thinking? Leyon looked at her, his eyes moving around, 
inspecting her frame before they landed on her hand, which was supporting her weight as 
she sat on the ground beside him. He reached out, wanting to touch those soft hands. She 
wasn't aware, and he was hesitating. Slowly, his fingers inched closer and closer, almost 
touching... 


"We're back!" 


Leyon withdrew his hand at the speed of light and pretended to scratch his nose. The door to 
the roof terrace flew open with a loud bang. Ray and Gil had arrived. Leyon and Hikari 
turned towards them and got up. 


"Sorry it took so long," Ray apologised, panting heavily. 


"Can't believe it's so dark now," said Gil. He then went to switch on the lights on the roof. 
Seconds later, a continuous line of lights illuminated the roof terrace. 
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"Now that's bright," Ray commented. "I thought the lights wouldn't even work considering 
how shabby the apartment building is." He laughed. 


Leyon felt insulted, but didn't say anything. He caught Hikari watching him with an amused 
expression. "Sorry I'm such a poor guy," Leyon said loudly, inching closer to Hikari. Placing a 
hand over her head, he vigorously ruffled her hair and continued, "You're enjoying this, 
aren't you?” 


Hikari laughed as she tried to escape from him. 

"Stop bullying your wife, K," Ray said. "Now come and sit down like a good boy." 
Leyon scoffed at him in response. The four of them then settled quietly on the mat. 
"Let's eat," Ray exclaimed, opening up all the food they had bought. 


"I'm just going to tell everyone now 'cause it seems big bro isn't telling it anytime soon," Gil 
said, putting his spoon down. His eyes moved left and right, watching as they all gave him 
curious looks. 


"What is it? Tell me," said Ray. 


"Big bro was scouted by a staff from the Oakridge University of Arts today!" Gil exclaimed 
proudly. 


"What's that?” Ray asked, almost choking on his food while trying to swallow. 
"It's one of the top universities in the nation for Art and Design," Gil explained. 
"Wow, that's great!" 


"Isn't it? That person said their university was so impressed by big bro's painting. Remember 
his painting that secured third place in the competition two months ago?" 


"Yeah." Ray nodded. 


"It seems they were very impressed by it and wants big bro to come study in their university 
after he graduates." 


"I haven't decided yet," Leyon interrupted with a wave of his hand. 


"Why? It's a wonderful opportunity. You'd be a fool if you let that slip from your hands," Ray 
preached him. 


Leyon felt someone pull at his arm. He glanced to his right and was met with a very 
determined-looking Hikari. She didn't say anything to him, only nodded her head as if telling 
him not to let go of that opportunity. 


"See, even Hikari wants you to study there. Everyone wants you to study there. Is that really 
hard for you? You should be grateful. Opportunities like these don't come around often," Ray 
went on with his lecture. 


"Alright, I'll consider it," Leyon finally admitted. 


"Now that your future is settled, what about you, Gil? You've been so excited talking about 
K's good news, but what about yourself? Don't you have any plans for the future?" asked Ray. 


"Me? I don't really want to do anything except follow big bro." 
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"That's not it. Is your head only filled with K, K and K? Think. Is there anything you want to 
do in the future?" 


"Hmm... when I was a kid, I wanted to own a restaurant for myself so my friends and I will 
always have a place to hang out and eat whenever we want." 


"That, I approve. I will be a frequent customer. Upgrade me to VIP." Ray beamed, thrashing 
a fist up in the air. 


"I don't even know if I'll make it," Gil muttered, smiling awkwardly. 
"The mention of food will always get you excited," Leyon commented lazily. 


"Hehe." Ray chuckled and turned to Hikari. "Hikari? What about you? Do you have any 
plans for the future?" 


Hikari was silent. 


"What are you thinking right now? Are you really thinking of giving up college? Do you want 
to keep continuing like this?" Leyon surprised everyone when he suddenly spoke to Hikari in 
a tone that sounded a bit mean and unfriendly. 


Hikari looked down and didn't respond. Gil and Ray watched in silence, with their mouths 
tightly shut. They could feel the tension flowing in the air. 


"Get into a college next year," Leyon continued. "We'll search for a good one. Your dream is 
to become a teacher, is it not?" 


Hikari slowly nodded, still not looking up. 
"Tf it's you, I know you'll make it.” 


Hikari looked up, eyes widening. She never thought Leyon would think so highly of her like 
that. A slow smile worked its way across his face as he stared back at her, their eyes locking 
in a silent understanding. 


"He's right, Hikari. You can do it. I fully support you," Ray said. 

"Yes, big sis. I believe in you too." 

Her eyes twinkled and her lips curled up into a wide smile. 

Hikari could never thank them enough for their words of encouragement. 

"Phew! K scared us, suddenly turning so serious like that," Ray confessed afterwards. 
Hikari inwardly agreed. She thought Leyon was scolding her at first. 

Just then, a chilling gust of wind swept by so suddenly, making her shiver slightly. 
Seeing that, Leyon got up. 

"Where are you going?" Ray asked, looking up at him in curiosity. 


"T'll go get a blanket," Leyon replied and left. 


The air was cool and comforting. The city lights flickered like stars under the quiet blanket of 
darkness that was the night sky. The full moon shone so radiantly the image looked like a 
rather surreal dream. And yet, Leyon was wide awake. 
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"She's dead asleep, isn't she?” Ray said bemusedly. 


It had been hours since they had their dinner. Hikari was soundly asleep with her head 
resting on Leyon's lap as he sat cross-legged, a thin warm blanket covering her petite frame. 


Hikari had tried her best to stay awake until midnight, but she just couldn't fight off the urge 
to sleep. Leyon had seen her tired state and beckoned her to lie down on his lap and sleep 
since they didn't bring any pillow up there. She wasn't willing at first, so Leyon had to force 
her to lie down on his lap. That girl was really a handful, thought Leyon. He tucked a strand 
of stray hair behind her ears, a ghost of a smile adorning his lips. He then went back to the 
game he was playing on his phone. Ray and Gil were also playing the same game alongside 
him on the same team. 


"I died again!" Gil cursed. Leyon quickly shushed him for waking up Hikari. Gil softly 
apologised and continued with his game. 


Leyon felt Hikari move under him, her eyes droopily gazing at her surroundings. She looked 
dazed, still consumed by the overwhelming need to sleep. Leyon took notice of it and patted 
her lightly on the shoulders as if to lull her back to sleep. He pulled up the covers, securing it 
just below her chin, and she went back to sleep. 


It was exactly midnight when the fireworks lit up the sky. Leyon's attention was drawn to the 
sizzling sound erupting from the distance. Sparks blew up in a vibrant display of multi- 
coloured rainbow-like patterns as the fireworks exploded in the sky, the loud, reverberating 
sounds of the explosions deafening the entire city. 


Ray took out his phone, capturing a video of the fireworks. 


Hikari awoke to the loud noises. She sprung up in a sitting position, immediately realising 
what the commotion was all about; Leyon's birthday, the day he officially turned nineteen; 
her mind screamed at her. She quickly glanced up at the beautiful display of fireworks in the 
sky where everyone's attention was currently drawn to. She stared in awe, with eyes that had 
forgotten how to blink, and mouth agape. Sure, she had seen fireworks display in her village, 
but it was always very small and very rare. Here in the city, it was completely different. The 
fireworks here were purely a breath-taking sight to behold. 


"You're awake," Leyon acknowledged, taking notice of Hikari, who was gaping next to him. 
"Oh, Hikari. You're finally up," Ray said, throwing his head back to look at her. 
"Ray, let's go." Gil nudged at Ray, getting up. 


Leyon was in a state of confusion as he watched Ray and Gil leave through the door of the 
terrace. He turned to look at Hikari, only to see an all-knowing smile stretching her lips. 
Moments later, Gil and Ray came back holding a medium-sized birthday cake that had a 
bunch of small lit candles on top. 


"Happy birthday to you,” they both sang repeatedly in unison. Leyon wanted to crawl into a 
hole and die. This had to be the most unforgivably cringeworthy segment of a scene taken 
from a story that was featured in an episode of his life. He automatically slapped his 
forehead, head hanging low in shame, contemplating whether he should drop everything and 
flee from the place, or stay and hope the ground would open and swallow him up. 


The last time he celebrated his birthday was when his parents were still alive. But that was a 
long time ago. He wasn't a child anymore. He didn't want them to throw all these 
unnecessary celebrations for him. 
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The cake was placed on the mat where he was asked to blow off all the candles. He did so 
very unwillingly, and they all cheered for him. When was this embarrassment going to end? 
This was not his style at all. His mood was starting to dampen. 


"And for your present-" 
"I told you not to get me anything," Leyon cut him off with a glare, his dark aura intensifying. 
"We didn't. But Hikari said she has something to give you," Ray said. 


Leyon shifted his gaze to Hikari, eyes narrowing in suspicion. Hikari cowered under his gaze. 
She looked down, unable to meet his stare, but proceeded to take out something from her 
bag. 


"Didn't I tell you I will burn it," Leyon said, his tone sounding a bit cold. 


Hikari took out a small box and handed it to him, looking at him as if she was pleading with 
him not to be angry at her. It was his birthday, after all. She wanted to gift him something, 
even if he told her not to. That was her choice to make, wasn't it? She didn't have to listen to 
him or his petty reasons to do what she wanted, especially when it was for his sake. 


"Just accept it, K. Don't be so inconsiderate. Hikari spent days working on it," Ray 
interrupted Leyon, shaking him by the shoulders. 


"Hikari spent days working on it." The words echoed in his head. Now Leyon was suddenly 
very curious of the shiny black box in his hand. Looking up at Hikari and seeing the cute 
puppy face she was putting on, instantly melted his heart. It made him want to pull her into a 
tight embrace. Wait, what? His own thoughts stunned him, snapping him back to reality. He 
couldn't believe he was thinking of doing something like that. 


"Hurry up and open it," came Ray's impatient voice from the side. 


Leyon opened the box and took out what was inside. It was a custom-made white 
handkerchief with his initials L and K embroidered at the corner of one end; the letters had a 
unique and stylish floral pattern, and were coloured in red. This was the embroidery that 
took her days to complete. This was made exclusively for him, which meant there was only 
one of such handkerchief in the entire world, and that was the one he was holding in his 
hand. 


"Thank you," said Leyon. Hikari smiled happily. In the end, he had accepted her present 
without any complaint. 


"Wow. It's so beautiful,” Gil exclaimed in awe. 


"It is!" Ray agreed. "Even I want an embroidered handkerchief like that. Hikari, will you 
make me one for my birthday?" Ray pleaded. 


"She will not," Leyon answered for Hikari. 


Hikari giggled. She found it funny because those boys were totally clueless. They had no idea 
why she gave him a handkerchief. Leyon might never know what meaning that white 
handkerchief held, but she was willing to leave it that way. If he were to know what it meant, 
and the feelings she was trying to convey to him with it, things might just become a bit 
awkward between them. So she felt it okay to hide them from him for now. Maybe in the 
future, she would tell him all about it if she got the chance. 


"Since today is a memorable night, let's take lots of pictures," Ray announced, taking out his 
phone again. 
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"Let's cut the cake. I want to eat," Gil whined. They all laughed and cut the cake. 


Fireworks continued to light up the sky as the quartet watched the brilliant display in the 
distance. 


Amidst the overwhelmingly vivid and the guilelessly wide expanse of the night, an 
unforgettable memory was born — a memory that would dwell in their hearts forever. 


Friends, eh? Leyon looked at the people around him, his eyes travelling to Ray, then Gil, and 
back to Hikari. It might be a little too early to say this, but now... I have friends I care for 
deeply, and a woman I want to make mine someday. 
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Chapter 28: As Pure As The Driven 
Snow 
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Thunder and lightning cracked the sky. Dark rain clouds gathered above, fuming and 
growling like an angry child about to burst into tears. The grass was wet and soft under their 
feet. The air in the woods was full of humidity, and the scent of damp moss, wet leaves, and 
dirt covered their paths. The trees were in varying shades of green, growing tall and spirited. 
Rustling sounds could be heard coming from under the thick bushes and shrubs growing in 
the area; a few squirrels scampered away, hearing the sound of twigs snapping and grasses 
crunching as the footsteps closed in. 


Another chilling gust of wind swept past the woods, making her shiver. 


"Are you okay?" Leyon asked Hikari, turning back. Hikari looked up and gave him a small, 
forced smile. Leyon sighed. "Stick close," he said and ventured forward. 


Hikari trailed close behind him as they tried to find their way out of the woods. 
3 hours ago... 


"Are you bored? Do you want to go out?" Leyon looked at Hikari, who was sitting across the 
table in his room. They were having lunch at noon after sleeping in the entire morning. The 
midnight fireworks had lasted for quite a long time. Ray and Gil had already left before 
dawn, saying they didn't want to disturb the 'couple's' sweet time together. 


Hikari glanced up and met his face. 


"Since today's my birthday, I'll take you out someplace nice," Leyon said. He was making up 
plans by himself again. "Is there any place you want to go?" 


Hikari shook her head. 


"Come on, there must be a place you want to visit. The amusement park? The zoo? The 
mall?" Leyon made her guess. 


Hikari kept shaking her head. 
"Just show me." 


He really wasn't going to give up, was he? Hikari finally surrendered. It was not like she 
didn't want to go out, but more like she feared he would go out of his way again to give her a 
good time, like that day he wasted his money on her at the mall. But now that he kept 
insisting, she had no choice but to force him to give up. 


Hikari grabbed her phone from the table and tapped a few times before holding the phone 
out for Leyon to see. On the screen was a picture of a man hiking in the woods. This was it, 
Hikari thought. There was no way Leyon would be able to take her out to a place like this. To 
go there, they had to travel far from downtown, and that trip was something they couldn't 
just plan in a day and go for it straight away. Hikari smiled triumphantly. 


"Hiking?... You want to go hiking? Me too. I haven't gone for a hike in a long time." Leyon 
sounded a bit hyped up. 


Hikari couldn't believe what she was hearing. She drew her hand back in. Leyon was not 
being serious, was he? He was really not going to take her on a hiking trip now, was he? 


"I know of a good place near the outskirts of the city. If we go by bus, it'll take us about one 
and a half hours," Leyon continued. "It's almost twelve-thirty now. We can make it. I'll go 
prepare. Thank you for the food," he said and got up. 


Hikari gaped at his retreating back, knowing full well her plan had completely backfired. 
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That was what happened. That was how they ended up in the woods. The only problem now 
was: they were lost! 


Thunder boomed once again in the distance. Hikari scurried closer to Leyon, frightened by 
the sound. 


Leyon, seeing the look of dread on Hikari's face, suddenly halted in his steps and turned, his 
hand reaching out to grab hers. He tightened his grip and started walking without uttering a 
word. 


Minutes seemed to pass like hours, but they still didn't manage to find a way out. A while 
later, they realised they had been walking in circles. That was the same tree they had seen 
three times on the way. There was not a soul wandering by in those woods whom they could 
ask for help. And to make matters worse, they couldn't contact anyone for assistance since 
their phones had no signal. 


It was getting dark, and the depressing weather was not doing them any justice. Leyon 
regretted it. It was a bad idea to have brought Hikari here. 


"Is that bag heavy? We've been walking for so long. I'll carry it for you," Leyon said as they 
stopped there for a moment. 


Hikari shook her head and politely declined, assuring him it was not heavy at all, and that 
she was all okay with carrying a small backpack like that on her shoulders. 


"Sorry," he muttered, with his back turned. He didn't look back to get her response. "I 
shouldn't have taken you here today. I didn't know the weather here would be like this," he 
said as he resumed walking, his hand never letting go of hers. 


Along the way, they came across a small stream, splashing and trickling as it moved through 
the trees. 


"Let's cross that stream," said Leyon, leading the way. "Careful," he warned as they treaded 
over the big rocks, crossing the stream. 


Hikari followed him close, but right after she took the third step, however, she lost her 
footing on one slippery rock. Their hands broke free at the sudden movement, and she fell 
into the water. It happened so fast the moment Leyon turned around to look, he found her 
sitting waist-deep in the water. He immediately hoisted her up and took her to land. 


"Are you hurt anywhere?" Leyon asked in alarm. He examined her appearance, eyes running 
up and down her body, checking to see if she had any injuries. 


Hikari shook her head. She was completely drenched from head to toe. Her body was 
shivering slightly, but she didn't know whether it was because of the coldness from her wet 
clothes or from fright. With that thought came a sudden realisation. She immediately took 
off her backpack and opened the zip. Sighing in relief, she took out her phone. It was a bit 
wet, but it seemed to be working fine. She looked up at Leyon and smiled. 


"Let's find someplace where you can get changed," said Leyon, giving her a worried look. 


211 


They began to walk again, this time with Leyon holding her hand even tighter. It wasn't long 
before they spotted a small log cabin in the woods a few distances ahead. Two pairs of eyes lit 
up in newfound hope and relief. If there was a cabin, that meant there was an owner who 
they could ask for help. 


Leyon climbed up a few steps and stood before the door of the cabin. He gave a few knocks, 
but no one answered the door. The cabin was empty. He tried twisting the doorknob to see if 
it was locked. But the door opened with a loud creak, surprising them both. 


As soon as they entered, Leyon scanned the dark room, his hand randomly searching for the 
switch on the wall. A few seconds later, his finger clicked on something. A pale yellow 
filament bulb illuminated the small space. There was not much in that simple square-footed 
room, only a few wooden crates lodged up in the corner, and a small traditional wood stove 
set up by the door. A small glass window was fixed just below the ceiling. The room was clean 
enough, almost as if someone had been taking care of it every now and then. The cabin 
seemed to be just a place of rest. But where was the owner? 


Leyon quickly turned to Hikari, who was standing behind him. Now was not the time to 
ponder about that. "You'll get sick if you keep wearing those wet clothes. Wear mine," he 
said, taking off his shirt. 


Hikari gulped, her eyes widening like saucers. Her heart raced at the sight of his bare chest. 
A similar image of a shirtless Leyon popped up in her mind — a flash from the past. 


She stood frozen, her eyes trying to focus on anything but those finely carved abs. 
Leyon extended his white shirt for her to take. 


"Idiot, what are you hesitating for? You're shivering," Leyon said, grabbing her hand and 
giving the shirt. 


Hikari glanced up at him, reading his expression for any kind of hidden emotion, but found 
none. He didn't seem like he cared that he was standing before her half-naked. 


Unknowingly, Hikari found herself ogling him. That skilfully sculpted face of his, those 
mesmerizing blue eyes, and that shockingly fair and translucent, smooth skin glowing 
flawlessly under the warm golden light — she instilled them all in her memory. Her eyes then 
lingered on his chest where his tattoo of the flaming dragon was rooted into his skin like a 
detailed piece of art. How could he be so perfect? 


She was envious. 


"Your face is so red. Are you feeling unwell? Why do you keep looking at me like that?” Leyon 
asked, putting a hand over Hikari's forehead. 


Hikari flinched and retreated, as if his touch had stung her. She waved her hands at him, 
telling him not to worry. 


"If you don't feel well, just tell me," Leyon muttered. He then turned to leave, saying he 
would wait outside to let her change, but stopped abruptly upon reaching the door. "Will that 
shirt alone be enough?" He turned around. "Your pants are soaked too," he stated, throwing 
her an unconvinced look. 


Hikari was a girl, after all. She might feel uncomfortable wearing only a shirt. Also, it was not 
her fault she fell into the water. Leyon had decided. "I'll give you my pants too," he said, and 
proceeded to take off his belt, but Hikari stopped him midway. She frantically shook her 
head, lifted both his hands from his pants, and quickly ushered him out the door. 
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As soon as Hikari closed the door, she plopped down to the floor and exhaled a huge breath 
she had been holding in. That guy was crazy. What was he thinking in that head of his? 


Leyon waited outside. The sky was heavily overcast; it would be impossible for them to 
venture out into the woods at this time. He could see that night was approaching. Soon the 
area would turn pitch black and dead. The best solution for them now was to spend the night 
in the cabin. Besides, it wasn't a good idea for Hikari to go out wearing something like that. 


His train of thought was cut off when a loud sound coming from inside the cabin alerted him; 
it sounded like objects crashing on the ground. Without a second thought, Leyon rushed in, 
forgetting for a moment that Hikari was changing in the room. 


"Hikari? Are you okay?" Leyon called out, touching Hikari by the shoulder. His first gaze fell 
on the knocked down wooden boxes in the room, then on a small rat squishing its way out of 
a tiny hole at the far end corner of the room. Hikari must've been frightened by it. 


Now that the problem solved itself, Leyon looked down, only to see a flustered, and a topless 
Hikari with her back turned to him. She threw a glance over her shoulder, looking at him in 
horror and in shock, while tightly hugging the shirt that was covering up her exposed chest. 


Leyon quickly pulled his hand away from her shoulder. "Sorry," he apologized right after and 
turned away. "I didn't see anything," he quickly muttered and exited the room. 


Her skin was so soft and so delicate. Leyon couldn't stop thinking about it once he was 
outside. Don't you want to find out what else is soft? Demon! There was no doubt about it. 
That was a demon speaking in his mind. Leyon inwardly shook himself, ridding his mind of 
those impure thoughts. He couldn't be more thankful that Hikari was at least wearing her 
pants when he went in there, otherwise he wouldn't know how to react to the situation at all. 
She probably would never look at him the same way again. 


A while later, there was a soft knock from behind the door. Was she done? "Are you done?" 
Leyon asked. He heard another knock from behind. "I'm coming in," Leyon announced 
loudly and twisted the knob. 


His eyes were inevitably drawn to the shirt Hikari was wearing as soon as he entered inside. 
Why was he only seeing it now — just how small and frail she really was? His shirt hung 
loosely over her small, slender frame, the hem of the cloth ending at mid-thigh. The pure 
white colour of the fabric contrasted beautifully with her soft, porcelain skin. Her long silky- 
smooth legs captured his gaze, and he couldn't bring himself to look away, as if a spell had 
been cast upon him. 


She probably had no clue what she was doing to him, what she was making him feel. 
She was innocent, far too innocent and sweet. 
She was... as pure as the driven snow. 


The object of his interest stood there in silence, fingers twisting the hem of her dress in a 
nervous manner. Her soft brown eyes flickered between him and the floor, too embarrassed 
to meet his gaze. Her long hair was damp and slightly messy as it streamed about her face, 
the bangs charmingly framing her features. Her lips were like the petals of a delicate flower, 
inviting him, waiting to be kissed. 


She was stunningly attractive, and he was voluntarily bewitched by her beauty. Was this how 
he was supposed to feel when in love with someone? They said time will make your feelings 
fade away, but why was his growing stronger, and stronger the more he watched her, the 
more he spent time by her side? 
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With a shake of his head, Leyon discarded all of those thoughts and tried to focus on the 
situation at hand. "I don't think we should go out now." 


Just as he said those words, there was a loud rumble of thunder, and the rain came crashing 
down with an unfathomable rage, slashing and drumming wildly on the roof of the cabin. 
Leyon quickly closed the door behind him. "Let's stay here for tonight," he shouted loudly so 
Hikari could hear him. 


Hikari silently nodded her head in response. 


Leyon trudged forward, survival instincts kicking in. After rummaging through some of the 
boxes in the room, he was lucky to find some pieces of firewood and the necessary equipment 
needed to light the stove. The weather was the worst, cold and daunting, almost as if it was 
mocking them. From the corner of his eyes, he could see Hikari shivering, a bluish hue 
tainting her lips. Without wasting a second more, his hands set to work, lighting the stove to 
ward off the coldness from the room. 


8:45 pm was the displayed time on his phone screen. They had been staying in the cabin for 
hours. 


The rain had stopped for the time being. The wood stove was burning, but for how long the 
fire would last, Leyon didn't know. Empty packets of junk food littered the floor. There was 
also a half-empty water bottle on his left. He knew this wasn't the best idea for dinner, but it 
was enough to fill their stomachs for the night. If Hikari hadn't brought all those snacks with 
her during the trip, they probably would've starved all night long. 


"Are you going to sit so far away?" Leyon asked, staring up at Hikari, who was sitting in the 
other corner of the room, opposite him. 


The air in the room was heavily tense. The awkwardness spoke volumes, even though it 
didn't have a voice. Hikari shook her head, coiling her body for what seemed like the twelfth 
time that night. The backpack she'd been carrying with her was placed on her thighs to 
protect her modesty. The wet clothes she wore earlier in the day were presently flat-dried in 
front of the stove. She thought Leyon would be uncomfortable seeing her inner garments 
discourteously strewn across the floor, but it didn't seem to bother him. Or he was just really 
good at hiding his scrutiny. 


"Sorry," Hikari apologised, using her voice interpreter. "I troubled you again today, didn't I?" 
"No, you didn't. Why do you always apologise for things you didn't do?" 


"But I still feel like I should." You can't even wear a shirt because of me, Hikari said to 
herself. "I'm sorry you had to see all of that too," she said, looking at the little pieces of 
clothing on the floor. She just had to say it before the awkwardness consumed her from the 
inside. 


Leyon didn't have to guess a second time to know what she meant. "Are you an idiot?" Leyon 
leaned back, raising a foot to rest his arm. "So what if I saw all that? Is that a problem?" 


Hikari shyly turned away, unwilling to show her face to him. 


"Don't think too much. My opinions of you won't change just because of this." 
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She heard his words loud and clear. His opinions of her, he said. What was she to him? What 
does he think of me? She had asked herself those questions many times in her head, knowing 
she would never get any definitive answers. 


A flash of lightning alerted them; it was followed by a loud clap of thunder. Hikari jumped, 
hearing the sound. Soon enough, the rain poured again, pounding heavily on the roof of the 
cabin. Thunder and lightning glared and roared in recurring successions. Hikari tossed and 
turned in her seat, feeling very unsettled. The hairs on her arms stood on end as her terrified 
face began to quiver. Suddenly the light went off, leaving the cabin in darkness, save for the 
vibrant crimson wood burning in the stove. 


Leyon heard the patting of footsteps on the floor before something big and warm threw itself 
on top of him. His mind went blank for a second. It took him a full three seconds to register 
what just happened before he realised it. Hikari was clinging to him for dear life. Her arms 
circled his neck as she buried her face against his unclothed shoulder. At the sound of 
another roaring thunder, she fastened her hold on his neck, pushing her body forward. 


Leyon could feel the heat radiating from her body. But that was not all he felt. His muscles 
tensed, every fibre of his body stretched by the newfound warmth sinking into his skin. His 
mind seemed to have malfunctioned, unable to get over the softness that was pressing firmly 
against his bare chest. His hands were at his sides, his fingernails scraping at the hardwood 
floor. Heat pulsated through his body as his breathing accelerated. A faint sound like a 
whimpering gasp escaped from the back of Hikari's throat, and that was the last straw. His 
every bit of patience skyrocketed far beyond any hope of return. 


Leaving aside all his sense of judgement, he allowed himself to hug her back. He raised his 
arms and wrapped them around her slender body, pulling her even closer to him. Resting his 
head on the crooks of her neck, he took a whiff of her floral scented hair that almost led his 
mind astray, while a hand gently stroked the back of her head. He was extremely glad the 
room was dark. He didn't want anyone to see his face at the moment. 


I'm ruined. I want to make her all mine. She was so close to igniting the flame of desire that 
was residing far below the deepest, most darkest realm of his conscience. But he knew he 
could never let that happen. 


Something wet touched his skin, and he jolted awake from his precarious thoughts. Water? 
No. They were tears. He immediately calmed down upon realisation. 


"Hikari?... Don't cry. It's going to be okay," said Leyon, his hands softly patting her back. Did 
the storm scare her that much? She squirmed, hugging him even tighter. "If that makes you 
feel better, we can stay like this all night. So don't cry," he continued. 


Leyon felt her head moving up and down in motion. 
"Okay, we'll stay like this then." 


Time passed by very slowly before the downpour finally ceased. Leyon felt Hikari relaxing 
under him, her chest rising up and down in rhythmic regularity. Moments later, he found her 
sleeping soundly in his arms. Careful not to wake her, he slowly loosened his hold on her and 
adjusted her body so that her head was resting on his chest. Whenever Hikari slept, she slept 
like a log; nothing could wake her. Leyon fondly smiled to himself at the thought. He leaned 
down, his forehead almost touching hers, before planting a small kiss on her cheek. 


Everything that happened that night struck him as a dream. But... 


If this is a dream, then I don't ever want to wake up from it. 
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The very next day, Leyon and Hikari set out at dawn, continuing to search for a way out of 
the woods. The rain had stopped, and the sky had cleared, giving them a bright, sunny 
morning. 


"We might run into someone if we keep going," said Leyon, turning back to look at Hikari, 
who was walking behind him. 


It was not until they saw a man jogging down the path in the distance that their eyes lit up 
with hope. 


"Hey," Leyon shouted at the man. 
The man stopped in his tracks and turned to face them. 


Leyon was shocked to see the resemblance. "You," Leyon pointed a finger at him. "You're 
that old man from the subway station." 


"What are you talking about, my boy? Do I know you?" replied the man, raising an eyebrow 
questioningly. 


Could he have mistaken him? "Sorry. I think I mistook you for someone else," said Leyon. 


"Things like that can happen.” The man smiled warmly at them. "Do you need help with 
something?" he asked. 


"... Yeah. We're looking for a way out of here. Can you help us?" 


"Ah, I see. That's easy." Having said that, the man walked up to them and gave them clear 
instructions on how to get out of the place. 


"So if we take a left from that tree and go right..." Leyon went on, his brain doing the 
calculations. "I remember it now. We came through that way before. Thanks, old ma-" 


Leyon looked around. When did he? The old man had disappeared again. 


"Hikari? Where did he go? Did you see him leave?" Leyon asked, holding Hikari by the 
shoulders. He was left baffled again. 


Hikari shook her head, telling him she had no clue either. 
"Damn, that old man," Leyon cursed under his breath. "Let's go." 


They continued on their way, following the man's instructions. Five minutes later, their feet 
touched the asphalt, where they found a few people coming for a jog. That was when they 
knew they had finally come out of the woods. 
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Chapter 29: Like Memories Engraved 
On Stone 
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"Enjoy your meal.” 
Leyon thanked the woman before she closed the door of her house. 


"That's the fifth delivery tonight," Leyon muttered and turned to leave. He paused for a bit, 
surveying the place before getting on his bicycle. Hikari's mother stayed in this 
neighbourhood. Just as the thought crossed his mind, a familiar figure walked past him. It 
can't be. His eyes widened. That was... 


"What took you so long?" Leyon growled. 


"Sorry, sorry, I was caught up with a really difficult customer," Gil replied, parking his 
bicycle next to Leyon's. 


Leyon sighed. "Anyway, this is the rest of the deliveries I have left tonight. Can you deliver 
them for me?" 


"That's a lot. I'm busy tonight," Gil whined. 
"T'm counting on you." 


"Alright, alright, anything for big bro," said Gil, taking out the bags of food from Leyon's 
bike. "Why do you have that book in your hand?" he asked curiously. "Sign Language?" He 
read it aloud. "Big bro, you study sign language now? Why? Oh, I see. Because sister-in-law-" 


"Are you done?" Leyon glared. 


"Yeah." Gil immediately shut up. "But why did you suddenly ask me to do your deliveries? 
Did something come up?" 


"Kind of." 

"What is it? Tell me." 

"T'll tell you later," Leyon lied. "Go if you're done.” 

"Okay! Bye." Gil quickly got on his bike and pedalled out of sight. 


Tenvy this guy's speed. Leyon couldn't help but think as he stared at the dust in the path left 
by Gil. 


Finally, the woman was back. The reason he had Gil take care of his deliveries was for this. It 
was so he could spy on her. Hidden behind a wall in some corner of the street, Leyon 
watched Evelyn. She seemed to have gone out for grocery shopping; her hands were loaded 
with bags of items as she walked back to her house. Leyon couldn't count just how many 
things the woman had bought. Shouldn't she be accompanied by someone? Didn't her 
wealthy husband hire any maids to do all of that? Leyon was confused. He didn't believe the 
main lady of the house would go out by herself to run her own errands. 


"Oh no, the tomatoes.” 


The soft, womanly voice interrupted his thoughts. One of the bags Evelyn was carrying got 
torn, and now the tomatoes were scattered all over the road. He watched as Evelyn got down 
to grab the tomatoes and prevent them from further rolling down the street. She got up, only 
to trip on her own feet and fell on her butt. Leyon wanted to smack his forehead. Those two 
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mother and daughter surely had one thing in common — clumsiness. No one was there to 
help her up, so he went out. Plus, it seemed like the perfect time to pry on her private life and 
find out what exactly she thought about Hikari. 


Collecting the tomatoes, Leyon approached Evelyn, and wordlessly put them inside another 
bag, one that would hopefully not tear apart like the first one. 


"Thank you, young man." Evelyn smiled up at Leyon as she got up. 


"It's nothing," Leyon replied, putting on a stoic face. "These bags look heavy. I'll carry them 
for you. Is it okay if I do that?" 


"What a kind gentleman you are. Of course you can," said Evelyn. "My house is right around 
that corner. Follow me." 


That went smooth. Leyon was surprised at how easily Evelyn had trusted him. She seemed to 
see him as the kind of boy who helped old people cross the street; a very angelic image of him 
was what she set up there. 


"You can put the bags there. I'll take them in," said Evelyn, guiding Leyon to the living room. 
She then took the bags one by one to the kitchen. "Why don't you stay for tea?" she said, 
coming out from the kitchen. 


"That's alright. I don't think that's necessary," Leyon replied. 


"Oh, but I insist. You've helped me so much. Let me serve you some tea." Evelyn smiled 
lovingly. 


How could he refuse when she was asking so nicely? "I'm sorry for the intrusion." 


Evelyn smiled wider. "Now that's better. Make yourself comfortable while I go prepare tea.” 
Saying that, Evelyn went back into the kitchen. 


Leyon was left to ponder upon a lot of questions, sitting alone in that living room. Where was 
this woman's husband, anyway? Leyon looked around the house. It was large and spacious, 
with a lavish interior design, just as he expected. This was Mr Bronze's house, the CEO of 
UrbanBlue Holdings. If anyone could own such a luxurious property, it would be him. Also, 
from what he noticed, Evelyn might look like a simple housewife, but she had this air of 
elegance and authority that could make anyone identify her as someone of high class with 
just a glance. 


Strangely, and for reasons unknown, the house seemed too quiet and dull, almost as if she 
was the only person who stayed there most of the time. For such a big house, he thought the 
place would be swarming with maids and caretakers, or whatever rich people used to hire 
nowadays, but there was nobody. And that greatly confused him. Wait, what about her kids? 
It was never mentioned in those websites he looked into about Mr Bronze and Evelyn's 
children. So the two couples didn't have any kids of their own? 


Hikari. Yes, Hikari. But she was the daughter she had with another man. Leyon didn't know 
how he was going to break the news of Hikari to Evelyn. But the most burning question now 
was what she felt and thought of Hikari. And he needed to get her to spill that information 
somehow. 


"Sorry for the delay. I hope I haven't kept you waiting for so long," said Evelyn, bringing him 
tea from the kitchen. 
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"No, you didn't, Mrs..." 


"Just call me Evelyn," said Evelyn, seeing that Leyon was finding trouble trying to address 
her. 


"Auntie Evelyn," Leyon addressed. 


"Oh, my." Evelyn smiled dreamily, feeling very touched at the unexpected name call. This 
boy was not only kind, but very respectful too. How lucky his parents must be to have him. 


"Can I know your name, young man?" Evelyn asked, putting the tea down on the table. 


"Ley- Lance. My name is Lance," Leyon replied. Why did he lie like that? Leyon couldn't 
understand himself. 


"Lance? What a nice name." 


Leyon took a sip of the tea, stealing a glance now and then at Evelyn, who was sitting across 
from the table, joyfully watching him. 


"How many people stay in this house?" asked Leyon, curiosity getting the better of him. 
"Just me and my husband. Why?" 
"I think the place is too big. And I don't see any maids around here." 


"Ah. The maids come in the morning and leave by evening. I like to do things personally, you 
see," said Evelyn. "I don't want to rely on others too much. I want to be a good wife, so I try 
to manage the household in the best way I can." She laughed humorously. 


"That's very commendable," Leyon praised. There was a long pause of silence afterwards. 


Evelyn suddenly sighed, startling him. "I think my daughter would probably be the same age 
as you now," she said, staring at him closely. 


"Auntie Evelyn, do you have a daughter?" Leyon asked, feigning ignorance. 
"I do. But she's not here with me now." 


"Where is she then?" Leyon asked, his eyes carefully studying her features. "I'm sorry. I 
shouldn't have pried." 


"No, that's okay." Evelyn shook her head. "My daughter, well, she's... I don't know where she 
is." 


"If I may be so bold as to ask, will you tell me what happened?" Leyon asked timidly, 
expecting to get shouted at for not minding his own business. He braced himself for the 
impact. In the worst-case scenario, he would most likely be kicked out of the house for being 
rude. 


Evelyn stared at him for a few seconds with an unreadable expression. Leyon shifted 
uncomfortably in his seat. 


"I don't mind telling you. For some reason, I feel comfortable talking with you," Evelyn 
finally said. "It's a long story though." 


"T have time." 


Evelyn laughed. "I like that you're so open-minded and considerate. You remind me of my 
husband." 
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Which one though? Leyon almost blurted out, but refrained himself; he didn't want to 
gamble his life with it, not when he felt like he was sitting inside a moving train that was 
going on a destination that read 'a free trip to hell’. Any wrong choice of words, and things 
would not end favourably for him. 


"My daughter's name is Hikari." 


Bingo. Things were going in the right direction. She was finally talking about Hikari. Leyon 
mentally applauded himself. Now he could find out what he needed to know. 


"She's the daughter I had with my first husband. She is also my one and only child," Evelyn 
continued. "I was born and brought up in the village where I met her father and married 
him... Well..." 


"Is it something you don't want to talk about?" Leyon asked in concern. One thing he got to 
know now was that Evelyn didn't have any children with her second husband. Hikari was her 
only child. Then why? Why did she abandon her? Did Mr Bronze not approve of Hikari's 
existence? Did he got something to do with it? 


"No, it's not that. I'll continue," replied Evelyn. "My first husband was a gambler and an 
alcoholic. He was both abusive to me and my daughter. We suffered a lot in his hands. So 
one night, I did the most unforgivable thing." 


Leyon noticed Evelyn's facial expression change from cheerfulness to guilt. "The night I ran 
away with my current husband, I left my daughter all alone. I regretted it. I should've taken 
her with me." 


So why didn't you? His mood suddenly dropped. When Evelyn mentioned Hikari's father 
was an alcoholic, and had abused her, Leyon couldn't sit still. Even knowing that, she still left 
her daughter behind? What kind of mother was she? He knew now why Hikari was so scared 
of drunk people. The way she cowered in fear at the sound of loud noises, and when she 
heard people shouting in a violent manner; why she had acted completely out of her mind 
when someone tried to use force against her; he finally understood it all. He couldn't imagine 
how much she had been abused by her father when he was still alive. And he only realised 
that now. The thought made him want to run to Hikari and hug her right at that moment. 


"Why didn't you take her with you?" asked Leyon, trying hard to sound like a normal person. 


That poor girl was fucking traumatised from her childhood. And you, as a mother, turned a 
blind eye to that just so you can escape your toxic marriage and marry a better man. 


"At that time, I couldn't even if I wanted to because her father said he would kill her right in 
front of my eyes if I ever came back for her." 


That's just pathetic. A stupid reason like that was enough to make you abandon your 
daughter? Leyon tightly gripped the cushion under the couch. "Just because of that reason, 
you left her for good?" He didn't care if he sounded rude anymore. 


"No. I would never. But at that time, my current husband had just started his job and would 
have to go overseas to settle his career. He wanted to take me with him. But I didn't want to 
leave without my daughter. Everything was a mess. I didn't know what to do. In order to gain 
custody of my daughter, we needed to appeal to the court, but we didn't have the time for 
that. In the end, I left with my husband." 


In the end, you abandoned your daughter. You chose your new husband over her. Without 
caring how much her daughter might be suffering at the hands of her abusive father, she just 
left. She decided to drop everything and leave. The more Leyon heard Evelyn's story, the 
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more he came to hate her. How could a mother be so irresponsible? Because of her, Hikari 
went through a lot of pain. 


"We've only come back to this city four or five times in the last ten years. Because of my 
husband's busy schedule, I never got the chance to meet with my daughter again. I know I 
am a bad mother, no, the worst mother, but I still love my daughter very much," Evelyn went 
on, wiping the tears from her eyes. "Just recently, we came back to stay here for a few 
months, so I went to find my daughter to see how she was doing. This time, I was determined 
to take her with me. I was willing to do everything for her to be with me." 


"And?" Leyon didn't want her to continue. It was too painful for him. 


"But she was gone. My ex-husband had died. The house was sold. And nobody knew where 
my daughter went. Even that old woman I was once close with, the only person who deeply 
cared for my daughter, had died long ago. Thinking of just how alone my daughter must've 
been kills me inside." 


You're too late. It's already too late to change things now. 


"I'm still searching for my daughter now. My husband sends out more and more people every 
day to find my daughter, but it's useless. Because I don't even know what my daughter looks 
like now." Evelyn finally broke down and sobbed. 


Leyon tightened his fists, not knowing what to do. "I'm sorry," he apologised. "I'm sorry," he 
repeated. He wasn't apologising because he had caused her to cry; it was something else 
entirely. Because I know where your daughter is, but I won't tell you anymore. 


This woman was far too late. Her reasons weren't enough to make up for the mistakes she 
made. She didn't deserve Hikari. She didn't deserve her at all. How could she? After making 
Hikari suffer for so long, how could she just show up and say she wanted her back? This was 
something she should've done ages ago. Leyon didn't know how to react to that. But one 
thing was for sure: he didn't want to introduce Hikari to this woman. 


She said she wanted to take Hikari with her, that this time she was willing to do everything to 
be with her. Where did that leave him? Could he let her take Hikari away from him so easily? 
She said she and her husband lived overseas, that they only came to the city to stay for a 
short period of time. That meant they would take Hikari with them the next time they leave 
the city; if they found her, that is. 


If he told her where Hikari was, the outcome was evident. Once again, someone important to 
him would be taken away. He couldn't let that happen. Hikari was his only string of hope, the 
reason for his existence, the reason he was still breathing. How could he let anyone take her 
away from him? Even though that person claimed to be her mother, he won't let her, 
especially an unworthy mother such as her. 


"I'm so sorry. I think I should get going." Leyon sprang up from his seat. 
"It's fine. I'm just being emotional-" 


Evelyn was unable to finish as Leyon had already darted for the door. "I think I scared him," 
Evelyn muttered to herself. 
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As Leyon drove to Hikari's apartment, his mind was a complete mess, like unassembled 
pieces of a broken board game. He had finally gotten the answers he needed from Hikari's 
mother. She wanted her daughter back. He could clearly see she loved her daughter very 
much, but he couldn't let her have Hikari. He couldn't do that. 


If he didn't tell Evelyn about Hikari, nothing would happen. Hikari would continue to stay 
with him, just as usual. He wanted this life now. He wanted this life because Hikari was there 
right beside him. And it should continue this way. He knew Hikari would never forgive him 
for not telling her about her mother, but he wasn't afraid of that. 


Hikari might as well hate him, scorn him, and never trust him again; he was fine with that. 
As long as she was by his side, that alone was enough for him. But what about her happiness, 
her future? Her mother could give her the most perfect life, considering she was filthy rich. 
She could give Hikari anything and everything she wanted, which was something he could 
never do. A loser like him; what could he do? Even so, he couldn't bring himself to let her go. 


If he was the main character in some awesome movie, he would've given Hikari up so she 
could live a better life. He would put her happiness and her future above his own. But wake 
up. This was the real world. He wasn't the kind prince charming in those movies. He was 
human; he made mistakes; he had flaws, and he was selfish. And he wanted her for himself. 


I've always had people taken away from me. I'm always used to being alone. But now, it's 
different. Because of that person, everything in my life changed. 


I can't let the same things happen again. I can't. If I lose her, I will lose all my sense of 
existence. I want her to be with me. But is that also not allowed? 


Am I asking for too much? 

I know I'm being selfish. I know I'm only thinking about myself but... 
Just this once, let me be selfish. 

Just this once... 


Leyon rang the doorbell, and as if that wasn't enough, he started banging on the door. A 
second later, Hikari opened the door and stood before him with a dumbfounded expression. 


Leyon wasted no time inviting himself in. Without giving her any warning, he enveloped her 
in a tight hug. Thinking of how much she must've suffered in the past ten years, how lonely 
she must've been, all of that made him want to hug her — to thank her for being alive. From 
now on, he would do his best to give her the life she deserved. He would work even harder so 
she could live a lavish life without any worries. He would do everything to make sure she was 


happy. 


After a long embrace, Leyon loosened his hold and drew back. "I will never drink till the day I 
die," he exclaimed. 


Hikari was caught completely off-guard by his sudden declaration. What had come over him? 
To think he was serious, too. Did somebody say something to him? She was at a loss for 
words. 


"I know you must be confused, but I meant what I said," said Leyon. 


Now that he finally understood everything about Hikari, he would stop at nothing to make 
her happy. After all she'd been through, she deserves the best life has to offer. He didn't care 
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if she was once a victim of abuse. He would make her forget all those bad memories. Starting 
now, that moment was the beginning of a new chapter of their story. 


That night, Leyon blocked everything related to UrbanBlue Holdings on Hikari's phone. 
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Chapter 30: The Flower That Blooms In 
The Mist 
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The first snow of the year, I remember how beautifully it fell. 


As we watched the snowfall on that cold December evening, I thought everything in my life 
was finally coming together. 


But I was so wrong. 

The glistening snowflakes underneath the park lighting mirrored the chaos in the midst. 
If I closed my eyes and opened them again, would anything have changed? 

How quick the snow had accumulated, creating that pure white wintry landscape. 


I didn't realise it at the time, but that untarnished, downy blanket of white, which was so 
beautiful in my eyes, merely painted the beginning of a certain end. 


I should've known... 


Something that does not belong to you can never be yours. No matter how 
hard you try to hold on to it, it will still slip away from your grasp. 


I'm sorry, Hikari. 
KK KK 


The water hadn't frozen yet, and the ground had yet to be graced by the presence of snow. 
His feet were cold, despite the fact that he was wearing double-layered socks and a pair of 
winter boots. Hopping a little, he tried to get the blood flowing to his feet. A hazy cloud of 
vapour escaped his mouth as he heaved an unintentional heavy sigh. The cold, fresh winter 
breeze tickled his nose, and he reached up to cover it with his hand, allowing the warmth of 
his hand to fend off the chill. 


The mild yellow beams of the bright, blue sunny sky shone on his face, revealing the 
disinterested expression he always wore. It seemed like only yesterday he was trying to learn 
two excruciatingly long integration problems — that had almost burned his brain in the 
process — but that was no longer the case. His days most likely had wings, as they seemed to 
be moving faster than ever before. One blink of his eyes, and it was already the day of his 
graduation. How did he reach there? He wasn't dreaming, was he? 


"Congratulations," came a voice from the back, immediately snapping him out of his reverie. 
Leyon turned around and was met with his teacher Nolan. "Thanks," he replied calmly. 
"You've finally made it. How do you feel?" Nolan asked, lightly patting him on his shoulder. 


"Not bad. But... I still can't believe I'm a high school graduate now," said Leyon as they both 
stood in the schoolyard, casually conversing. 


"What are you saying? This is the result of your hard work and indomitable efforts. I've 
always had faith in you." Nolan smiled. 


"Really?" Leyon's expression faltered, his eyes twitching at his teacher's words. Faith in him? 
What a liar. His tutoring sessions were beyond torturous. Leyon couldn't recall how many 
times he'd been smacked on the head for getting an answer wrong, not to mention all those 
times he was yelled at for being dumb, and told he would never graduate with that rotten 
brain of his. "I'm able to graduate all thanks to your Spartan- I mean tutorials." 


"I'm really glad," replied Nolan. 
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Leyon saw the smile on Nolan's face stretching wider. His teacher was probably thinking 
about how he was the best teacher in the whole wide world at the moment. Leyon grimaced 
and turned away; his eyes unintentionally landed on a familiar face off in the distance. His 
teacher Dustin halted in his tracks at the sight of him. He cast a brief glance at him before 
hastily turning away. Then he adjusted his eyeglasses and resumed walking in the opposite 
direction. 


"He won't acknowledge it, but he's proud of you," Nolan said upon seeing who had caught 
Leyon's attention. "He simply doesn't know how to express it." 


Leyon nodded his head. He knew Nolan was talking about Dustin. It might seem a bit 
frustrating, but he had to accept the fact that some things would never change. He and 
Dustin never had a good relationship to begin with. It felt strange to warm up to each other 
now. 


"That's it. Now that I've congratulated you, I shall take my leave. I have more pressing 
matters to attend to at the moment," Nolan said as he walked away, waving his hand. 


Now that Nolan was gone, Leyon was left alone to drown in his thoughts once again. He 
looked up at the sky, watching the clouds drift by aimlessly. His mind still couldn't register 
the fact that he had graduated. Slinging his schoolbag over his shoulders, he proceeded to 
walk. He didn't want to stay there for too long. It was pointless, anyway. Graduation 
ceremonies in school were fun and memorable only when you had friends and family to 
celebrate with you. For him, he had nobody. 


In every direction Leyon went, all he could see were happy, smiling parents with their 
equally happy kids. Many of them were even taking pictures, as they should be. It was going 
to be the most memorable moment of their children's lives, after all. A feeling of nostalgia 
enveloped him as he observed the interactions between those families. He pictured his 
parents’ faces in his head, knowing all too well the scene that would unfold had they been 
present there. 


His father would be wearing his good old black suit and sporting a wide heavy grin on seeing 
his face at the graduation ceremony. His mother would be wearing a sophisticated, 
fashionable winter outfit to outshine all the mothers present there. She would wrap her arms 
around him in a tight hug in front of everyone, and run around, grinning from ear to ear, 
proclaiming to the rest of the world that her son had graduated. 


A heaviness settled in his chest, but he quickly dismissed it with a smile buried beneath his 
woollen scarf. Surely, it would've been nice if his parents were here, but that would never 
happen, and he was well aware of it. So the thought didn't bother him very much. He was no 
longer that lonely kid who cried himself to sleep every night. That kid was all grown up now. 
Not only that, he now had someone he cherished most, someone he needed to protect, and 
someone who would one day become his family; he hoped for the last part. 


So what if he was all alone on his own graduation day? Was it really that important to him? 
He didn't think so. 


Leyon continued on his way, uninterrupted by the cheering noises of the parents, who had 
come to celebrate their child's accomplishments. 


And that was when he finally saw it — a figure standing a few feet ahead of him. He suddenly 
had the urge to rub his eyes to make sure he wasn't hallucinating. But being the level-headed 
individual he was, only blinked twice to access the situation. It was Hikari; she was the one 
who was standing there. She had come for him. 
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In her hands was a large bouquet of red roses. She was smiling brightly at him as she waited 
for him to reach her. 


Time had stopped. His eyes blurred as unshed tears clouded his vision. When did she? Why 
did she? He was at a loss for words. His mind went blank for a second before he rapidly 
blinked his tears away. He had never expected for her to be here. And yet, there she was. 
That stupid girl. 


Even if it was only for a brief moment — a minuscule, insignificant amount — he'd have to 
admit he was feeling lonely that day until he saw her. 


His feet subconsciously moved forward, and before he knew it, he found himself standing 
right before Hikari. 


"What are you doing here?" Leyon asked. 


Without a word, Hikari gave the bouquet of roses to him. Leyon took out a folded note that 
was carefully placed amongst the flowers. The word 'congratulations' was printed on it. 
Leyon felt his chest tightening. He didn't think he deserved such kind of warm treatment 
from her. But for some reason, he was happy that Hikari had come. 


"Thank you," he said. 


Hikari noticed Leyon smiling at her. Could she have mistaken it, though? But it certainly 
looked like he was. She couldn't clearly see if he was really smiling or not from the scarf he 
was wearing, but the way his eyes wrinkled and his cheeks lifted, she was sure he was smiling 
at her. 


Hikari mentally shook her head. She didn't care about that now. The most important thing 
was that Leyon had finally graduated, and that was why she was here — to celebrate this 
momentous occasion with him. Leyon was finally an adult now. He was getting closer to 
realising his dreams. Hikari couldn't express how overjoyed she was for him. 


Her thoughts were interrupted by a few giddy girls who had come over to talk to Leyon. 


Leyon turned, giving them the attention they were so eagerly craving from him. Were they 
his classmates? Hikari thought, irritated. Leyon seemed to be really popular among the 
female students at his school. She didn't like the way they were fawning over him, like he was 
some kind of limited-edition merchandise in a store that would soon be sold out. 


"Come on, Mia. This is your last chance. Just tell him. Who knows when you might see each 
other again," said one of the girls, pushing the girl named Mia towards Leyon. 


"U-Uh I, um..," Mia stuttered. 
"You can do it!" The other girls cheered for her. 


Hikari studied Mia, taking in all the nuances that the shy-looking girl possessed. She was 
pretty cute, Hikari noted. Could it be? Hikari inwardly panicked, a look of horror crossing 
her features. This couldn't be a love confession, could it? 


"U-Uh, can I get your number?" Mia said timidly, throwing a nervous glance at Leyon. 


Hikari moved her eyes back and forth between the two, brushing her sweaty palms on the 
overcoat she was wearing at the same time. She was right. This girl was definitely interested 
in Leyon. 


"Why?" Leyon inquired, and Hikari immediately shifted her eyes to him. 
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"B-Because I have a huge crush on you. I've been waiting for months to say this. I know we 
are from the same class, but it took me an entire year to gather up my courage and talk to 
you," Mia confessed loudly. Her friends from the back squealed and started hugging each 
other. 


What?! Hikari screamed in her mind. She felt like her soul had just slipped past her body 
after hearing the heartfelt confession. That girl crushed on Leyon for months, but she 
crushed on him for ten years and yet couldn't even bring herself to reveal her feelings to him. 
That girl stole the spotlight, and it wasn't fair. If only she had the courage Mia had, maybe 
she wouldn't be feeling so miserable and pathetic right now. Now, what would Leyon say to 
her? Would he really give her his number? Would they start dating? Suddenly, the ground 
looked so interesting to Hikari. Swallow me up. Please. Just open and swallow me up. I 
don't want to hear this anymore. 


"I didn't know we were in the same class. This is the first time I'm seeing you," replied Leyon. 
"What?" Mia looked at him, shocked, and so did her other friends. 


"Sorry. I don't know my phone number, and I didn't bring my phone with me today, so..," 
Leyon tried to explain, but Hikari could tell he was lying. 


"Then I'll give you my number. We can-" Mia was persistent. 


"Listen, I'm just going to straight away say it." Leyon exhaled sharply. "I'm not interested in 
you...and I already have a girlfriend." 


"You have a... girlfriend?" Mia looked like she was about to cry. "Then this person..." She 
turned to Hikari. "She's, she's your..." 


"Yes. She is my girlfriend,” said Leyon, wrapping a protective arm over Hikari's shoulders. 


Hikari felt her heart skip a beat. What? What did he say? Hikari smiled nervously. She 
looked up at Leyon, as if to ask what on earth possessed him to say such lies without even 
blinking an eye. Leyon narrowed his eyes at her, giving her a look that told her to just go 
along with it. 


"Are you his girlfriend?" Mia asked, and Hikari nodded her head. 


Mia didn't think she was lying. The gasp from her friends sounded loud and clear. Looking at 
the red roses in Leyon's hands, she could confirm they both were dating each other. There 
was no way she could match up to that girl, whatever her name was. No wonder Leyon fell 
for her. She was a natural beauty. 


"I'm so sorry. Please excuse me," Mia quickly apologised and fled the scene, with her friends 
trailing behind, yelling it was okay and that there were many fish in the sea. 


"I'm sorry for that. I wasn't interested in her, so I just made up a pathetic excuse. Sorry for 
dragging you in as well," Leyon apologised right after Mia was gone. 


Hikari shook her head and smiled. She didn't mind at all. She was more than happy to be of 
help, especially in situations like this. 


"So-" 
"Hey! Big bro!" They were interrupted yet again by none other than Gil. 
"What is it?” Leyon asked, annoyed. 
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"You left your book in class. How can you be so careles-" Gil froze upon seeing Hikari. He 
slid the book he was clutching behind his back as swiftly as he could. This was bad. Leyon 
had told him he was keeping that sign language class a secret from Hikari. He couldn't tell 
her the book he was hiding was the sign language book Leyon had been taking around with 
him for months. 


Hikari cast a curious look at Gil. What book was so secretive that he had to keep it hidden 
from her? She looked up at Leyon, but he refused to meet her gaze. Hikari could tell 
something wasn't right from the way he was acting. That book was probably unholy. Could it 
be those so-called dirty magazines that guys used to hide under their beds? How disgusting. 
She never imagined they were this type of people. 


"Big sis. This isn't what you think it is. So don't look at us like that." Gil laughed awkwardly. 
"Okay, okay, I will show you." 


"Gil." Leyon glared at him. 


"Sorry big bro, but sister-in-law looks scarier than you." Gil quickly shoved the book into 
Hikari's hands and ran away. "Oh, and congratulations on your graduation!" he shouted 
from the distance. 


What is this book? Sign language? Hikari flipped the pages, running her eyes over the 
contents of the book. Wait, this... 


"Hikari, I can explain," said Leyon, snatching the book from her hands. 


He was the absolute worst. She couldn't believe him. How long was he planning to keep her 
in the dark? Secretly taking sign language classes, that too, right under her nose without 
letting her know? Huh! He might as well rethink his career choices. He would be better off as 
a spy. How skilfully he had deceived her. Was he laughing all those times, thinking she was 
so stupid because she couldn't recognise him despite the fact that he was attending the same 
class for months? 


"Hikari, wait. I'm sorry." She heard his voice again. 
Leyon was chasing after Hikari on the street, trying to catch up to her. 
"I'm sorry," he apologised again when he finally caught her hand. 


Hikari turned back with a glare. She broke off his hand none too gently, scowled at him, and 
stomped away. 


A few seconds later, Hikari stopped walking and stood still on the footpath. Clearly, 
something was wrong again. She felt it strange since she no longer heard Leyon calling for 
her. That's it? He just gave up? He knew she was upset and angry, but what she couldn't 
believe was that he wasn't even doing anything to make her feel better. If he wanted her to 
forgive him, then he should throw in some more effort. But he didn't. How could he be so 
selfish? He only played with her emotions and left. 


Hikari turned back, just in case, to check if Leyon was still there or not. But she was so taken 
aback by what she saw that she quickly ran back to the location where she had been only a 
few minutes ago. Leyon hadn't moved an inch. He was in the same spot, sitting in the middle 
of the pavement, and in front of hundreds of pedestrians taking the path. 


"I know you'd come back." 
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What is he doing? Get up. Hikari took out her phone and texted him. 
Hearing a ping from his pocket, Leyon took out his phone and read her text. 
"I won't get up until you forgive me," he said to her. 


He was lying when he told that girl he didn't bring his phone with him today. That was not 
important. Hikari scolded herself. "Get up. Everyone is looking at you." 


"Really? Everyone's looking at me?" Leyon turned his head left and right. "Where? I don't see 
anyone but you," he said with a cockish smirk. 


Hikari came forward. Before this guy embarrassed himself any further, she had to do 
something to make him behave. She reached down and grabbed his hand. She tried to pull 
him up with all her might, but he just wouldn't budge. What was she trying to move? A two 
hundred pounds concrete? 


"T'll get up only when you accept my apology and forgive me." 
Unbelievable. Hikari nodded her head, still trying to pull him up from the ground. 


"I have your word." With that said, Leyon quickly got up and ruffled Hikari's hair. "Let's go 
on a date, fake girlfriend." He smiled and led the way. Hikari trailed behind, blushing madly. 


"You don't want to watch the play anymore?" Leyon asked as he sat down on the grass beside 
Hikari, and passed her a can of juice. 


Hikari shook her head. There was a winter festival going on in the park. They were 
performing some kind of play on stage, but Hikari got bored after watching it for a good 
twenty minutes. 


"The branches are all dried up now," said Leyon, looking at the wisteria tree that stood tall a 
few feet to their right. This was the park they usually visited to see the beautiful wisteria tree. 
They had always come here for a walk together whenever they had the chance. The tree had 
gone dormant due to the cold. "But we'll get to see the flowers again when spring arrives next 
year," Leyon added, opening his can of juice. 


Hikari slowly nodded. 


The two of them silently relished the view in front of them. The sun set far too early during 
winter. It was dark, and the moon shone hazily above the sky. Leyon liked how quiet and 
peaceful it was. Many of the people who came to the park had all gone to watch the play. 
They were the only ones chilling next to the tree. He wouldn't mind even if it got colder and 
colder as the season progressed. As long as Hikari was by his side, spring would always be 
waiting for him at the end of the road, along with a warm ray of sunshine to brighten up his 
darkest days. 


"Hey, Hikari?" Leyon began to speak. "Do you want to make this real?" he asked. 
Hikari looked at him questioningly, unable to grasp what he was saying. 
"I mean, do you want to be my girlfriend? Not just a fake one, but a real one?" he said, 


lowering his head to look at her. 
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Is he serious? Hikari stared at him, fumbling with the unopened can of juice in her hands 
before placing it aside. His eyes locked with hers as she struggled to form a response. 


"Just kidding." Leyon laughed, tearing his gaze away from her. "It would be impossible. 
Why? Why would you say that? Hikari was starting to feel upset. 


"A guy like me doesn't deserve someone like you," said Leyon, downing his whole drink in 
one gulp before crushing the can with his hand. "You deserve someone better, someone who 
can take good care of you. Maybe a successful guy who can give you anything you desire." 


Stop. Why is he saying these things to me all of a sudden? 


"What kind of guy do you like? What do you think of me? No. Forget that question. I have no 
right to ask." He was pathetic, and he knew it. This was not what he wanted to say to her. But 
he couldn't stop the senseless words from spilling out of his mouth. Why was it so hard for 
him to express his feelings to her? 


Because he was scared...scared of rejection. 
"Hey, when you get a boyfriend someday, don't forget about me. You know, I-" 


A harsh slap across his cheek made him stop talking. Hikari had slapped him. Leyon 
remained still for a few seconds, unable to recover from the shock. 


Hikari stared at her hand in horror. Her body was shaking. What had possessed her to do 
something this outrageous? Hikari immediately sprung to her feet and staggered a few steps 
back. She noticed Leyon was still sitting on the ground, unmoving. 


"That hurt," Hikari heard Leyon mumble and watched him get up. 


"Listen carefully, Hikari." Leyon steeled his gaze at her. "I am not a kind person. I have so 
many flaws sometimes it makes me question if I'm still human or some failed science 
experiment in a lab. I always wonder why I'm being tortured like this. I don't have parents to 
teach me how to act or behave in front of people. I can't control my emotions and will lash 
out at others when I get angry. I also don't give a damn about what people think about me or 
how they see me in their eyes. But I'll tell you this once. You are the only person who has 
made me feel like a real human being after everything I've been through," he shouted at her. 
"It's hard to put into words, but I'll say it now!" 
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Chapter 31: Forever Is A Long Time 
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"It's hard to put into words, but I'll say it now!" 


Hearing those words made Hikari cry. She couldn't even imagine for how long Leyon had 
been bottling up his feelings. 


"Even if I make you cry, I won't shut up now," Leyon yelled at her. "When I was eight, I lost 
my family. Everything was taken from me. It was extremely hard to survive on my own, so I 
wanted to end my life. When I was fifteen, I tried to kill myself, but I couldn't. I blamed 
myself for being so weak. There was no point in living, yet I couldn't bring myself to drive 
that blade through my wrist." Leyon shielded his face with his hand. "I wanted to die, but I 
was too afraid. I thought it wasn't fair to those like me who had lost their lives to suicide 
while there I was, terrified of death, and that made me feel even more miserable." 


Hikari watched him, unable to say or do anything. She didn't know why she felt so sad when 
she saw him like this. 


"I didn't know how I was living after that. Nothing in my life made sense. Whatever I did, 
wherever I went, I felt I wasn't in control, as if I were a puppet and someone was pulling the 
strings from the shadows, but now its not like that anymore. Ever since you came into my 
life, my view of this world has changed... Life is not always about sadness, and loneliness and 
suffering. There are also a lot of good things on the way. You gave me a reason to live." The 
tears came without warning, and by the time Leyon realised, his eyes were overflowing with 
tears. The wall he had been trying so hard to put up all those years had finally shattered. 


Hikari couldn't bear that heaviness in her heart. She wanted to tell him everything was going 
to be okay. Why? It was just like eight years ago, the first time she saw him break. She 
couldn't say anything to comfort him then, and even now, she still couldn't say anything to 
make him feel better. Where was her voice? Why was she always like this? Why was she 
made to watch him suffer like this? 


"Hikari. You know what? In the past, I spent my nights wishing I'd never wake up the next 
morning," said Leyon, violently wiping his tears with the back of his hand. "But...but...I'm 
glad I'm still alive. I'm glad I met you. It made me think a worthless soul like me still 
deserved another chance at happiness. I don't know when exactly I started feeling this way 
towards you, but that doesn't matter because I'll say it now... I love you." 


More tears continued to flow down Hikari's cheeks. Her knees dropped to the ground, 
overwhelmed by the emotions rushing through her all at once. What was she supposed to 
feel — happiness, pain, or sadness? 


"I love you," he repeated, "and thank you, for being here, for saving me from the darkness." 
Leyon wiped his tears again before looking at her. "You are my hikari. You will always be the 
light that shines in the darkness. You are my light." 


Unable to hold back any longer, Hikari got up and rushed towards Leyon. The moment she 
reached him, she enveloped him in a tight hug, burying her crying face in his chest. Leyon 
returned the hug immediately. They both slid down and sat on the cold ground without 
letting go of each other. 


"My feelings for you will never change. You said you already have someone in your heart, 
didn't you? It's okay if you push me away, but won't you give me a chance?" Leyon hugged 
her tighter. "I don't want to give you up to someone else. I know I'm being selfish, but I want 
you to look only at me. You must be thinking I'm crazy, right?" 


Hikari wanted to tell him she loved him, too. She must tell him. She couldn't wait any longer. 
She tried to break free from the hug, but Leyon didn't let her. 
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"Just for a while, stay like this... just for a while. I don't want you to see me like this," Leyon 
said to her as he brought his forehead to rest on her shoulders. 


Leyon couldn't see the smile that was adorning her face as Hikari slowly moved her hands up 
and down his back in a soothing manner. She wanted to see his face, curious to know what 
kind of expression he was wearing. Somehow, he seemed to have read her mind. 


"T'm sure I'm making a weird face. So... for a while until I feel better, stay like this." 


"So you're saying you feel the same way towards me?" Leyon asked again. He didn't know 
how many times he'd been asking the same set of questions to her. "I wasn't expecting that," 
he added. 


Hikari stood up and smiled at him. 


"So does that mean we're dating now?" Leyon suddenly looked at her, asking to confirm their 
relationship. 


Hikari nodded in response. 


Leyon also stood up and smiled, looking up at the night sky. Snow? A small white flake fell in 
front of his eyes, and soon after, more and more tiny crystals of snowflakes began to fall and 
fill up the ground. They were witnessing the first snowfall of the year. There was a saying if 
you confess to someone during the first snowfall, you'll be together with that person for the 
rest of your life. Leyon wondered if Hikari knew of that as well. 


"Are you cold?" Leyon asked, turning to Hikari, who was busy staring at the snowfall in 
absolute awe. She shook her head, flashing him a quick look before going back to watching 
the snowfall. 


Without a word, Leyon took off the scarf he was wearing and pulled Hikari to face him. "I 
don't want you catching a cold," he said softly before wrapping the scarf around her neck. 
"This scarf you knitted for me, I think it suits you better than me," he said as he gently 
stroked her face. "Hey? Do you remember? The last time we came here, we talked about our 
dreams and you said something in sign language but refused to tell me what it meant.” 


Hikari furrowed her eyebrows in confusion, trying to recall what Leyon was talking about. 
Slowly, the memories began to replay in her head. 


"The truth is, I had a dream once... Now, the dream is like that star." Hikari remembered 
Leyon looking up and pointing his finger at the only star that was next to the moon in the 
night sky. "It's very far and no matter how much I try, I'll never be able to reach it," he had 
said. 


"Nothing is impossible," she had told him. She remembered making some hand signs at him 
after that, but didn't tell him what they meant. 


Hikari laughed a little as she recalled that moment. "Are you using sign language on me? 
Hey, tell me what they mean." 


"You're laughing. So that means you remember," Leyon interrupted, and she gazed up at 
him, amused, her moist, shiny eyes blinking a few times. 


"That was why I wanted to learn sign language. I wanted to know what you were saying to me 
back then. But that wasn't the only reason.” Leyon closed his eyes, inhaling a fresh breath of 
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cold air and releasing it simultaneously. "I think I know what they mean now," he continued. 
"T believe in you. Those were the words you said to me then." 


Hikari blushed at those words. 
"Thank you...for believing in me even when I lost faith in myself." 
Hikari smiled at Leyon as he patted her on the head. 


A few minutes ticked by unknowingly as they both stood watching the snowfall before Leyon 
suddenly blurted out, "Hey, Hikari? Can I kiss you?" 


The question completely threw her off-guard, and she didn't know how to respond to it. 


"Am I going too fast? Forget it." Who could blame him, though? He had been keeping his 
feelings in for so long. Leyon tried to laugh it off, but he was totally unprepared for when 
Hikari suddenly leaned forward, stood on the tip of her toes, and gave him a quick peck on 
his lips. She then retreated almost immediately, leaving Leyon stunned and puzzled, 
wondering what just happened. 


He didn't imagine it. It happened all too fast. His heart was pounding so loudly in his chest 
he was convinced Hikari had definitely heard it. 


Why is my heart beating so fast? Hikari thought to herself, taking in deep breaths to calm 
herself down. 


That night, both Leyon and Hikari sat on the ground and watched the snowfall for hours, 
with Leyon lightly holding Hikari's hand in between their shared spot. If there was a 
definition of happiness, this would be it. 


"Hey, Hikari? Will you stay with me... forever?" Leyon glanced at her. Hikari nodded, giving 
him a bright smile. Leyon laughed. "Are you sure? You won't get tired of me?” Leyon 
continued. Hikari shook her head. "Will you still love me even when I'm old and wrinkly?" 


Hikari put a hand on top of her mouth, stifling her laughter before shaking her head. Why 
was he being like this today? He was acting kind of cute and funny. 


"Then it's a promise. We'll be together for a long, long time.” 


Two weeks later... 


"Do I look weird?" Leyon asked. This was the first time he dressed himself in a suit, and he 
didn't like it. It was too uncomfortable. Maybe because he wasn't used to wearing those kinds 
of clothes. 


"No. You look really cool." Hikari signed at him using her hands. She wasn't lying. Leyon 
looked handsome in that suit, with his hair neatly thrown back like that. Communicating 
with each other was easy now that Leyon understood sign language. She could now tell him 
whatever was on her mind without any hesitation. 


"It feels too tight on my neck," Leyon complained, adjusting his shirt collar. A scowl was 
already forming on his face. 
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"It's fine. Just stay still," signed Hikari. She then proceeded to tie the necktie for him at the 
doorstep. Leyon had a very important interview today at the Oakridge University Of Arts. If 
he made it, he'd get to study there, which meant his future would be settled. Hikari knew 
how important this was for him. 


"You... Have you looked into a college yet?" Leyon asked, watching Hikari with heavy interest 
as she worked her hands on his neck to make the tie. 


Hikari shook her head at his question. To be honest, she wasn't paying much attention to her 
life. She just wanted to focus on Leyon and help him in whatever way she could before she 
concentrated on herself. 


"You should soon. You won't be able to find a good college afterwards. I'll help you when I 
come back." 


Finally done with the tie, Hikari stepped back and gave him a beautiful smile. "All done." 


Leyon thanked her and grabbed his bag from the side table. He reached for the doorknob, 
but was immediately stopped by Hikari. "What?" he said, amused. "You have something to 
say or... do to me?" he teased. 


Hikari playfully hit him on the shoulders before shoving her hand in her pocket and 
retrieving an item. 


"What is that?... A lucky charm?" 
Hikari nodded. It was a small sky-blue charm pouch she made for him. 


"You believe in those things?" Leyon asked, but took the charm from her anyway and placed 
it carefully in the pocket of his coat. Before he could thank her again, she approached him 
and wrapped her arms around his body for a brief second before pulling away. His lips 
curved into a smile at the sweet gesture. "I'll be back soon. Wait for me here," he said, 
cupping her face with his hands. 


They were just like newlyweds. But that was what made their moments so special. Smiling at 
the thought, Leyon leaned down and planted a soft kiss on top of Hikari's forehead. Then, 
bidding her farewell, he left for his interview. 


"Come on. You can do it," Ray cheered for the fighter. "Don't tell me I'm going to lose again,” 
he muttered under his breath. The opponent was winning, and it seemed the fighter he had 
placed his bets on was going to lose. 


Ray continued to cheer, unaware of the shadows approaching him. Two big hands grabbed 
his shoulders from the back. He turned to shout at whoever was interrupting him from 
watching the climax of the match, but froze when he saw their faces. 


"You guys are-" Ray was unable to finish his sentence as they dragged him up to the dragon's 
chamber where a certain someone was waiting for him. 


"You're here," a voice greeted him. 


"Zayden," Ray acknowledged. 
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With a kick to his shin, Ray was brought to his knees on the ground; the two men held his 
shoulders down with a vice-like grip. 


"Can you explain what this unfair treatment is all about?" Ray asked sarcastically, looking up 
at Zayden. 


"I apologise for the rough treatment," Zayden bit back, not a tint of emotion detected in his 
tone. "I just want to ask you a few questions." He leaned back on his seat and rested his long 
legs on the table in front of him. 


"About what?" 
"K, of course. Who else?" 
"I figured." 


"I heard he's doing pretty well these days. He's even graduated. Now he's planning to study 
in... what do you call that University?" 


"And so?" 

Zayden smirked. "That means he's never coming back here, is he?" 

"IT don't think so." Ray smirked back. 

"Pity. But I can't let that happen.” 

"Does it bother you so much that he's living a good life now? Do you envy him?" Ray mocked. 
"Me? Envy him? You know how to joke." 


"But I wasn't joking, though. K is a much better person than you. Unlike you who only 
throws knives behind his father's shadow, K's doing very well all on his own. I wouldn't be 
surprised if you got jealous of him,” Ray spat vehemently. 


"Stop it there before I mess up your pretty face," Zayden threatened, grabbing his neck. 
"Don't assume things about me." 


"Why? Does that anger you?" 


"Rather than that, I am quite enjoying myself, seeing you grovel on the floor before me. This 
is the difference between you and me. People like you are like scums stuck on the bottom of 
the trash." 


"And what are you? The trash cleaner?" 


"It won't be hard to erase someone like you from the face of this earth. But I won't do that 
now, not until I have some fun with your... friends." 


"What are you planning?" Ray became wary of him. 
"Nothing much... Hey? Tell me what's the most precious thing to K?" 


Ray gulped. The situation wasn't looking good. "Who knows?" he replied, careful not to 
sound too unconvincing. 


"Perhaps you do." 


"Me? What makes you say so?” Ray responded in a playful tone. "K doesn't let people in that 
easily. You, of all people, should have already known that. It's the same with me. I am not 
close with K, so I can't answer that question of yours." 
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"Really? Well, I heard otherwise. You can deceive others, but you can't deceive me, Ray.” 
Zayden shook his head and clicked his tongue in disapproval. 


"I'm not," Ray countered. 


"You're lying. And I hate liars," Zayden shouted, violently kicking the table away and getting 
up. Everyone in the club turned to stare at the commotion. "Everyone, the club is closed. I 
have important business to attend to. Now get lost," he ordered. And soon enough, people in 
the club began to disperse. 


"What are you trying to do?" Ray spat out. 


"Enough talk. I'm done having conversations with a liar. You," Zayden called out another one 
of his followers. "Take out his phone. I believe he has one." 


"What are you doing? Let go of me,” Ray shouted, thrashing and turning to get himself free, 
but to no avail. 


"Stay still. Or I won't mind using violence," said Zayden. 


"You're disgusting," Ray fought back. A fist collided with his jaw the moment he made the 
remark. More and more punches were thrown his way by Zayden's men before he was forced 
to submit. 


"Boss, the phone is locked," said one of Zayden's men. 


"Idiot. Use his fingerprint," Zayden spat in annoyance. The man tried to grab Ray's hand, but 
the latter refused, kicking him away from him. "Do you want me to cut off those fingers?” 
Zayden warned. 


Ray glared at him. He knew Zayden was capable of doing it — cutting off his fingers. He was 
a sadist, and he would never be satisfied until he had things done his own way. As much as 
Ray tried to resist letting them get a hold of his finger, he couldn't. After a few tries, they 
were finally able to unlock his phone. 


"Let's see what we have here." Zayden smiled at him as he went through his phone. "You are 
a liar. See how many pictures you took with him. And you had the nerve to say you aren't 
close with K." 


"What is your motive? Why are you so obsessed with K?" Ray asked, ignoring the stinging 
pain that was beginning to accumulate in the bruised parts of his body. 


"K is a very interesting person. That cold, disdainful expression he always carries in his eyes, 
I want to see it crumble. I want to see him in pain. I hate that fearless look in his eyes. It 
makes my skin crawl, makes me want to torture him and tear his mind to shreds." Zayden 
laughed aloud. "Do you understand?" 


"You're crazy." 


Zayden wasn't listening as he was too caught up in something, or rather a picture of someone 
on Ray's phone. "This girl. Who is she?" he asked, turning the screen towards Ray. 


"No response. Is she someone special to K? Why are there pictures taken of just the two of 
them? Who is this girl? Tell me," said Zayden, his hand lifting up Ray's bruised face. 


"She's...she's my sister," Ray muttered. 
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"You...are really a bad liar." 

"Don't hurt her." 

"Hurt her? No, I won't. I just want a little talk." 
"Don't!" 


"It seems you're close to her. Look at all these text messages you guys sent to each other." 
Zayden held the phone out to Ray, taunting him. "Tell me. If I text her to come meet you 
from your phone, will she come?" 


"No." 


"You are really easy to read," said Zayden. "Hey, let me borrow your identity and text her 
now, alright?” Zayden smiled devilishly. "Meanwhile, let's have a little chat, shall we?" he 
said to Ray. 


"K won't be happy." 


"I know. And that's exactly what I want." Zayden stared at the phone screen. "Wait, I think 
I've seen this girl somewhere before.” 


"What?" Ray looked up in fear. 

"Yes, it was at that place. But you don't need to know about that." 
"What are you saying?” 

"So she's K's woman, huh?" 

"She has got nothing to do with K!" Ray shouted angrily. 


"How interesting. I'd like to see the look on his face when I devour that precious flower of 
his." 


"You-" Ray felt something hard make contact with his head before his eyes drooped, and he 
lost consciousness. 


"Have a nice sleep." 
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Chapter 32: Too Late To Turn Back 
Time 


When Ray regained consciousness, he found himself unable to move. He heard voices in the 
distance, but couldn't understand what they were saying. When he opened his eyes, the first 
thing he saw was a foggy image of Hikari sitting in front of him with her hand tied behind 
her back. He jolted wide awake as soon as he saw her and tried to get up, but was instantly 
pulled to the ground. Upon looking down, he found his hands and feet tied up with a rope. 
He looked up and saw Hikari watching him; her eyes were pleadingly calling out to him. And 
that was when he knew — it was too late. Zayden had already captured her. 


"Hikari? Why did you come here?" Ray shouted at her. 

"You've finally come around," Zayden answered for him. 

"Let her go," Ray bit back. 

"But why? I'm about to see a show now. Someone will be here soon." 
"Someone? You mean K?" 

Zayden smirked. 


Shortly after that, they heard loud noises coming from the fight club's hallway. Grunts and 
yells erupted as more objects plummeted to the ground. Glasses smashed on the ground, and 
the sound of bodies being hurled to the ground was heard. 


"Looks like he's here." Zayden snickered. 


Soon enough, a body was kicked to the entrance of the club. The person's body slammed with 
a horrible bang into the door's heavy iron frame and slid to the ground, clutching his 
stomach in pain. 


Zayden whistled upon seeing Leyon by the entrance. "Even a street rat looks good when it's 
dressed up," he remarked. He eyed him up and down, examining him. Leyon was wearing a 
dark black suit. His hair was mostly dishevelled from fighting with his men. His tie was 
slightly undone, and his clothes were crumpled, with sweat covering his body and forehead. 
He looked like a hot mess. How satisfying it would be to rip him apart, limb by limb, and 
torture him until he wiped that arrogance from his face. 


Leyon stood tall by the door, his eyes fixed on the source of his abhorrence. The sight of 
Hikari sitting tied up on the small sofa up ahead only seemed to fuel his rage even more. 


"K!" Leyon heard Ray shout at him as he wriggled on the ground next to Hikari, with his 
hands and feet tightly bound. 


"Shut this guy up. As for the girl, leave it. She's mute, isn't she?" said Zayden before turning 
to face Leyon. "I suppose your interview is over? Did it go well?" He turned to Leyon. 


"Better than you'd ever imagine." With that said, Leyon lunged for Zayden but was stopped 
by his men, shielding him from running towards Hikari. 


"Get out of my way," Leyon seethed, knocking down some of those men who had approached 
to stop him. There were at least six men in the room when he counted. 


The moment he thought he reached Hikari, he faltered, stopping dead in his tracks. A 
switchblade was pointed to her neck, the blade positioned just centimetres away from her 
skin. The person wielding the knife gave him a satisfied smile. 


"One more step and this blade will draw blood," said Zayden. 
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Ray tried to shout, but his voice was muffled by the cloth tied to his mouth. Other attempts 
to get himself free were futile as two of Zayden's men firmly held him down in place. 


"Don't hurt her," Leyon said, taking a step forward. "Stop!" he yelled when Zayden lightly 
brushed Hikari's skin with his knife and drew blood. 


"Didn't I say? For every step you take, I will hurt her," Zayden replied. 
"What do you want? I'll do anything you want. Just let her go," Leyon surrendered. 


"Finally. I was waiting for that," said Zayden. "Then let's begin. The first thing I want you to 
do is to get on your knees." 


Leyon immediately got down on his knees without hesitation. "Satisfied? Now let her go." 


"Not quite." Zayden licked his lips. "I don't like that look on your face. Can you do something 
about it?” 


"I can't change something I've been born with." 


"Arrogant as always. Let's see if we can solve that." With a swipe of his hands, his men came 
for Leyon. Zayden watched in amusement as they ruthlessly thrashed Leyon. 


Hikari tried to run towards Leyon but was pulled back by Zayden and thrown on the sofa. 


"I don't want to be rough on women. So behave. Or should I tie up your feet as well?" Zayden 
said, pushing Hikari down on the sofa. Hikari looked up at him in fear, and eyes filled with 
tears. 


"While they're busy taking care of him, let's have a nice talk, shall we?" said Zayden, wiping a 
tear from the corner of her eyes with his thumb. "Right. You're mute." He pinched his nose in 
irritation. "I'll do the talking then. You listen. No need to be scared. We've met before, 
haven't we?" 


What is he saying? We've met? Where? Hikari stared into his dark, coal eyes. A sense of 
familiarity hit her before the memories flashed in her head. She had seen him before. That 
day when she was chasing Leyon from sign language class, she had bumped into him. What a 
small world. She heard he was Leyon's worst enemy. In the past, she remembered wanting to 
know what he really looked like, but now she wished she could take back those words. This 
person's soul was the darkest she had ever seen. He was not human. How could any human 
behave like this? 


"Are you his girlfriend?" Zayden asked Hikari as he played with the ends of her hair. "I've 
taken an interest in you. Why don't you leave him and come to me?" 


He was plain crazy; that was what Hikari thought. Leave Leyon to be with this sadistic man? 
She would never do that. The way he laughed, the way he spoke, everything screamed 
madness. This guy needed therapy. She could now see why Leyon was trying to steer clear of 
him. 


"Do you hate me?" 
A question only a sadist would ask. 


"I have everything in my hands. Money, women, you name it. I can give you anything you 
want as long as you become my woman," said Zayden. "I won't blame you even if you hate 
me. After all, you're watching your boyfriend tortured over there because of me," he stated, 
pointing a finger over to Leyon. 
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Hikari tried to get up and run again. If she didn't stop them, Leyon was going to end up ina 
hospital. Why? Why was he not fighting back? Tears rolled down her cheeks. It was all 
because of her. If she hadn't come here in the first place, nothing would have happened to 
him. Please fight back, she begged wordlessly. 


"You have cat legs or something? Why are you so fast?” said Zayden, pulling her back to her 
seat. 


Hikari watched as one of Zayden's men kicked Leyon in his stomach, causing him to spit out 
blood. She screamed despite the fact that she couldn't make a sound with her mouth. Zayden 
sat next to her, hugging her waist and pulling her closer to him. "If you don't behave, he'll 
have it ten times worse," he whispered in her ear, and she immediately ceased resisting. 
"Come to me," urged Zayden, leaning in close to her face. 


In a moment's desperation, while trying to protect herself, Hikari head-butted him. Zayden 
immediately withdrew, clutching his bruised forehead. He then slapped her across the face. 


"Zayden!" Leyon yelled, seeing what he had done to Hikari. "I'll kill you." He surged forward, 
but Zayden's men pinned him down, with one of them even attempting to smash his head on 
the ground. 


"You vile woman," Zayden hissed. "Don't think just because I am being kind to you, that you 
can disrespect me like that," he said, gripping Hikari's neck in anger. "A woman like you, I 
can have tens of thousands of them if I want. What makes you think you're so special? You're 
no different from the dust I walk around with on the bottom of my shoes. That's how much 
your existence is worth," he finished as he harshly released her. "Bring K over here.” 


Leyon was made to kneel in front of Zayden. One of his men grabbed his hair and yanked his 
head up to face him. "Your handsome face is all bruised up," Zayden said to Leyon, brushing 
the lines of his face with the blunt end of his knife. "I brought you here 'cause I wanted to 
have some fun playing with you but it's getting quite boring.” 


"What do you want from me?" Leyon spat out. 

"What I want from you, eh? Will it make sense if I said I wanted to destroy you?" 
"I don't understand.” 

"Your arrogance irritates me. I want you to beg me to spare you.” 


"If I beg you, will you promise to let Hikari go?” Leyon said without a tint of emotion in his 
tone. 


",..What has made you so submissive? Is it her? What happened to you? You don't sound like 
Kat all." 


"Sorry to break it to you, but I'm still the same K. Only now, my priorities have changed. A 
person like you will never understand. It's pitiful really. The way you try so hard to make 
things go your way while being completely unaware of how miserable you look on the 
outside. Makes me think you need a little sunshine to brighten up your trashy way of living. 
How low you have sunk, even going to the point of kidnapping an innocent person just to 
satisfy your ridiculous whimsical fantasies." 


"Tsk." Zayden bit his lower lip, a scowl forming on his face. "I do what I want to do. And I 
don't need you to tell me otherwise." 
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"And I don't have time to play with you. You can do whatever you want with me, but let her 


go." 

"Why am I getting more and more disappointed the more I listen to you?" Zayden dropped 
his hand to the sides, suddenly losing all his excitement. "Okay. I'll let her go if you agree to 
this request of mine." 


"What?" 


Zayden stepped back and slightly raised his left foot. "If you could lick the dust off of my 
shoes, I'll consider letting her go." He laughed. 


Leyon clenched his jaw tight. But he knew didn't have a choice. The men holding him forced 
him to bend down, almost pushing his head to the ground, before Zayden stopped them. 


"Don't interfere," Zayden warned his men. "He has to do it willingly," he added. "Now 
choose. Your girlfriend or your dignity?" 


Hikari tried to intervene but Leyon silenced her with a piercing look he threw her way, a look 
that told her not to do anything. She knew he was doing this for her, but could she really 
make him do such an obscene act for her sake? She watched helplessly as Leyon bent down. 
He lowered his head till he was only a few centimetres away from meeting the shoe that was 
presented to him. This was so wrong. Hikari couldn't stand it any longer. 


Analysing the situation at hand, Hikari decided to take action. Her eyes flickered to Zayden. 
He seemed to be distracted at the prospect of Leyon licking his shoe. 

His men were the same, with Leyon occupying their entire attention. Hikari took 
advantage of the situation. She leaned back and kicked Zayden with all her might. Then she 
leapt to her feet and banged her head into the other males, who had stood there startled by 
her unexpected movements. 


Leyon was quick to grasp the situation. He wrung himself free from their hold and went 
straight for Hikari. He quickly shoved her away and turned to Zayden. Before Zayden had the 
time to recover, Leyon threw a perfectly aimed roundhouse kick at him, knocking the knife 
from his hand; it fell with a faint clatter somewhere in the spacious room. Leyon then came 
forward and delivered a forceful punch to Zayden's jaw, ignoring the stinging pain on his 
right leg from the knife injury he received when he managed to knock it off of Zayden's hand. 
By this point, the two men guarding Ray had also rushed to the scene to assist their fallen 
leader. 


Leyon yelled at Hikari to run away as soon as possible. With her out of harm's way, he had 
nothing to fear. Standing upright, with both hands spread out at his sides as if to protect 
Hikari, he faced his opponents. Zayden had gotten up after suffering a devastating blow to 
his pride. Once again, the situation was out of his control. Why was it always Leyon who 
foiled his schemes? He was the only person he couldn't win over. Why? Why was he so 
different from the rest? He thought as he wiped the blood from the corner of his mouth. 


"I won't let you get near Hikari," said Leyon, fixing his gaze on Zayden. 


The fight continued. The attackers were beaten up and cornered by Leyon, preventing them 
from going after Hikari. Because Leyon kept obstructing his every move, Zayden couldn't 
pursue Hikari either; he'd have to fight back at this point. 


Hikari didn't leave just yet. She dashed over to Ray to see how he was doing. Her eyes 
searched in desperation, trying to find something that could help her cut the rope that was 
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binding her hands. A shiny metallic object gleamed from the surface a few distances ahead. 
Zayden's knife. Without wasting a second more, Hikari dived straight for the blade. 


I can't stay like this and wait. I need to do something, Ray thought. He looked around the 

room and spotted his phone. He couldn't just watch Leyon fight and do nothing. Slithering 
across the room, he arrived at the table where his phone had been left forgotten by Zayden. 
But the most excruciating problem now was how he was supposed to pick up the phone. 


Hikari managed to get herself close enough to pick up the knife. She sat down and rotated 
her body clockwise so her tied hands could reach for the knife. As soon as she felt the handle, 
she twisted her hand and began to rub the knife against the rope. She couldn't even tell if the 
knife was doing what she intended for it to do since she couldn't see anything behind her 
back. She almost stopped her movements when the sharp blade grazed her fingers and felt 
something wet trickle down her palm. She knew she had cut herself but shrugged it off and 
continued. A second later, she heard the tearing sound of the blade cutting through the rope. 


Stretching out his neck and using his chin to move the phone, Ray managed to drop it to the 
ground. He sat up and turned his back to the phone, allowing his tied hands to grab it. After 
numerous fumbling sessions with his fingers, he had somehow managed to unlock it. He 
turned back and laid on his chest. This was the only way. Didn't they say that desperate times 
call for desperate measures? He wasted no time in using his nose to scroll through his 
contact list before dialling Gil's number. He knew that unnecessarily pointy nose of his 
would come in handy one day. 


"Ray? What's up?" Gil picked up his call. 


Judging from the cheery tone, the guy had no clue of their current situation, Ray noted. Ray 
tried to explain to him but his voice only came out in muffled cries. 


"What are you saying? I can't understand a word," said Gil from the other line. 
"Umm..hmm... Umah...ummm!" 
"What?" 


Hopeless. It was completely hopeless. Ray was about to give up when he heard footsteps 
running towards him before the cloth covering his mouth was removed. Hikari had freed 
herself and come for him. 


"Get your ass in the fight club. K's fighting with Zayden. It's not going to end well," Ray 
quickly said to Gil and cut the call. Once Hikari freed him from the ropes, he thanked her 
and rushed in to assist Leyon with the fight. Hikari watched helplessly from the side-lines, 
unable to intervene. 


"Don't forget about me, bastards," yelled Ray, jumping into the fight and giving a flying kick 
to one of the opponents. Ray and Leyon stood back to back, both getting into a combative 
stance. "Are you okay?" Ray asked Leyon. 


"Yeah. You?" 
“Never better." 
"Let's go." 


Seconds ticked by. Their muscles were starting to become sore from all the action. They had 
managed to knock out three of Zayden's men. Leyon watched Ray from the corner of his 
eyes. He looked like he was about to pass out. Leyon had always known Ray to be an average 
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fighter. Going up against Zayden and his skilled men would be too much for him. Especially 
when it came to Zayden, Leyon could tell he was built different; he came at them with an 
intent to kill. He had to act quickly or they would both be killed at this rate. 


And Hikari? Where was she? Leyon hurriedly scanned the place and found her crouched on 
the ground in some corner of the room. That girl. She hasn't left yet. No... that's not it. 
Something was wrong with her. Hikari was tightly clutching her chest with her hand, and she 
seemed to be in a lot of pain. 


Leyon cursed. She was having a panic attack. How could he forget? Their fights must have 
brought up memories of traumatic events from her past. After he had promised he would 
never let her go through any of that pain ever again, he had failed. 


Leyon was desperate. He knew Hikari needed help as quickly as possible, but he was still 
engaged in a fight with Zayden and his men. 


"Get lost, assholes!" a voice interrupted them. Leyon breathed a sigh of relief when he 
recognised the voice. Gil had arrived. 


"About time," Ray muttered. 
"Gil, can you?" Leyon turned to him in desperation. 


"Leave them all to me. I'll take them on," Gil replied, knowing full well what Leyon was 
trying to say. 


Never in his life had Leyon ever trusted anyone's words to the fullest extent until now. 
"Don't forget I'm here too," Ray chimed in. "Go to Hikari." 


With Gil in the picture, the fight went easy. Zayden's men weren't able to keep up with him. 
Leyon hurried to Hikari's side, but before he could reach her, someone grabbed him by the 
collar and hurled him backwards. He collapsed to the ground and looked up to see Zayden 
hovering above him. 


"Your opponent is me." Zayden sneered from above. 


Leyon didn't have time for this. He struggled to get up. He knew he couldn't summon his 
friends since they were already preoccupied with the other males. But Hikari... 


"Finally, it's you and me. I won't let anyone interfere now," said Zayden. 
"Get out of my way." 
"Oh, so you can go care for your girlfriend? Nah, I won't do that." 


"Fine. It seems like I should just kill you. Then everything will end." With that said, Leyon 
lunged forward. Grabbing Zayden by the shoulders, Leyon threw in two heavy punches on 
the side of his cheek before he was forcefully kicked away by Zayden. They both staggered a 
few steps back from the impact. 


"You're a bloody mess," said Zayden. 
"Speak for yourself," Leyon shot back. 


Spitting out the blood from his mouth, Zayden smiled maniacally at Leyon before charging at 
him again. They both rolled on the ground, battling for supremacy. Zayden got on top of 
Leyon and began slamming his fists into his face repeatedly. With a growl, Leyon shifted his 
body. With one hand shielding himself from Zayden's violent punches, and the other 
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gripping him from beneath his leg, Leyon tried to push Zayden off of him. When Leyon 
finally succeeded, he sprang up and crouched low, hands firmly placed on the ground, before 
swinging his right leg at Zayden; the jolting kick directly hit him on the skull, sending him 
back to the ground. 


Leyon was gaining the upper hand. Zayden weakly managed to stand up on his feet. 
Outraged, he charged for Leyon, throwing a series of aimless kicks and punches which Leyon 
effortlessly evaded one by one. Deciding to end it once and for all, Leyon grabbed hold of one 
of Zayden's aimlessly thrown fist and twisted it, his muscles letting out a horrible crack from 
the pressure. Leyon didn't care if he had broken his arm. Giving Zayden one final three-sixty 
degree back kick, Leyon knocked him out. 


“That was for Hikari,” Leyon said, and without even bothering to check if Zayden was 
unconscious, Leyon headed for Hikari. 


"Hikari? Are you okay?" Leyon asked in panic the moment he came to her side. 


Hikari was having difficulty in breathing. She looked up at him in fear. Seeing the blood on 
his face further agitated her. 


"Hikari, calm down. Breathe." Leyon watched helplessly. 


This voice... Leyon? Hikari tried to calm herself after hearing his voice. "Get a hold of 
yourself," she heard him say. Right when she felt she could breathe properly again, she saw a 
familiar figure getting up a few metres ahead. Leyon couldn't see him since he was 
concentrating on her and wasn't looking back. Holding his right arm, the figure limped 
towards the table where a knife was lying on top of it. It was the same knife she had 
discarded there after helping Ray. How could she have been so stupid? 


Hikari tried to get Leyon to notice. But how could she when she was mute? She couldn't use 
sign language either, since her hands were frozen from the panic attack. She watched in 
horror as Zayden approached Leyon with the knife, its blade glinting dangerously under the 
dim lighting. There was nothing she could do. She commanded her legs to move but they 
wouldn't budge. 


Hearing the footsteps closing in, Leyon turned back, but he didn't have time to react. Zayden 
raised his working arm and slammed the knife down with a crushing force. Leyon was 
paralysed on the spot as he watched the shiny tip of the knife coming for him. Suddenly, he 
was shoved out of the way. 


Blood splattered on his face, and when he looked up from the ground, he found Hikari 
shielding him from above. But it was already too late. The knife had pierced through her 
chest. 


"Hikari!" Leyon stretched out his arms and caught her body as she fell into his arms. 


Terrified of what he had done, Zayden dropped the knife and scrambled out of the place. Ray 
and Gil had only managed to knock out all of Zayden's men by the time they saw Zayden 
running out the door. 


"What's going on?" Ray turned his head. His eyes widened. "Gil, call the ambulance. Quick!" 
he shouted in panic before running towards Leyon. He froze midway, his mind going blank, 
seeing the state Hikari was in. 


"Hikari? Hikari?" Leyon kept calling out to her. The ground beneath her was stained with 
blood. Firmly placing his hand over her chest to stop the massive amount of blood from 
seeping out of her wound, Leyon cradled her in his arms and cried pathetically. "No no no 
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no, don't die. Don't die! You are not allowed to die. Do you hear me?" he shouted 
hysterically. 


Why? Why? Why was this happening to him again? God, why? If only he could turn back 
time. Leyon watched helplessly as Hikari coughed out more blood. She seemed to be staring 
at him, a ghost of a smile spreading on her bloodied lips. "Hikari?" he called again, but she 
didn't seem to have heard him. 


The last thing Leyon remembered was of Hikari closing her eyes before her body went 
completely limp in his arms, and the loud sirens blaring in the distance. 
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Chapter 33: Life Didn't Come With 
Signboards 


~ 


The promise between us was a delicate flower. 


"Hikari? Hikari?! Don't die on me," Leyon shouted. 


Hikari was moved to a stretcher as soon as she reached the hospital. The situation was 
declared a medical emergency. An oxygen mask was attached to Hikari's mouth; a clean cloth 
was securely placed over the wound to stop the bleeding; IV fluids were administered 
straight into a vein on her right arm to prevent dehydration as they rushed her to the 
emergency room. 


"Too much loss of blood. She's going into hypovolemic shock," said the healthcare assistant. 
"We need to hurry." 


"Hikari! Hikari, don't leave me!" Leyon yelled again before he was forcefully dragged away 
from Hikari by a medical personnel. Gil and Ray, who had been following him from behind, 
grabbed him on the shoulders to keep him from storming back to Hikari, and causing more 
trouble in the hospital. Leyon finally quietened down and sunk to the white, polished floor 
the moment he saw Hikari enter the operating room. 


White. Everything she saw was white. There was no sound, only silence and serenity. 
Where was she? Where was she going? She didn't know. She was dressed in a white gown 
and appeared to be walking through an endless, empty road, where there was nothing but 
the colour of fresh snow surrounding her. The environment suddenly changed, and she 
found herself standing near the sea. This place, she knew it all too well; it was her small 
village. But what was she doing here? 


As Hikari trudged along the seashore, mindful of the small waves crashing at her feet, she 
saw a familiar-looking old woman collecting seashells a few steps ahead. The woman 
turned to face her and gave her a huge smile. 


"My dear Hikari, how are you?" the woman said to her. 


Hikari's eyes brightened as she dashed towards the woman, overjoyed to see her. 
"Grandma Claire?" Hikari clasped a hand over her mouth. She couldn't believe it. She could 
speak! 


"I knew you would come," said Claire as she walked over to Hikari and hugged her. "Won't 
you take a walk with me?" she said. And they both held hands and continued to walk by the 
shore. 


Hikari was bewildered. She must be dreaming; she told herself. This was not possible. She 
knew Grandma Claire passed away a long time ago. What was happening? She tried to 
remember, but nothing came to her mind. 


"Grandma Claire, what are you doing here?" said Hikari. This was the second time she 
spoke, and she was surprised at how soft and natural her voice sounded. 


"I live here, of course," Claire replied. 
"But you..." 
"Silly child." Claire laughed. "Look again. What do you see here?" 


"Our village. This is our village." 
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"Really?" 
"Yes." 
"This is not our village." 


"But it is," Hikari defended. "Everything's the same, the sky, the sea, the place, and even the 
seashells. I remember it. I used to collect seashells with Leyon when we were kids. 
Grandma Claire, you would sit on that huge rock over there and watch us." Hikari pointed 
in the direction of the rock, but found nothing there. "What? Where is it? How can it be?" 


Hikari bent over and rubbed the sand, trying to find some seashells. When she saw the 
shiny object poking through the sand, she picked it up and showed it to Claire before 
saying, "See. This is the only type of seashell that can be found in our villag-" But she was 
wrong. What she thought she had picked up was not a seashell, but a beautiful, shiny white 
crystallised stone. It was then that she finally noticed; she wasn't by the shore anymore; 
she was standing above the clear waters in the middle of the ocean. How was this even 
possible? 


"Now, do you know you are in the wrong place, my child?" said Claire. 
"Is this a dream?" 

"No, my dear. It is not." 

"Then where am I?" 


"Somewhere you shouldn't be. Iam only here to guide you. It is too soon for us to meet 
again. You must go back, my dear Hikari." 


"Go back?" 
"Yes. Someone is still waiting for you." 
"Someone?" 


Claire did not give her a definite answer. "This is as far as Ican accompany you," she said 
to her. "I must go now. You must listen to the voices, Hikari. Listen to the voices. And when 
you return, tell him that he is a strong man and we all love him very much." 


"Tell who? Wait, don't go," Hikari called out, but Claire had already vanished, and she was 
back to yet another unfamiliar place. This time, she was alone in a hallway in some kind of 
hospital. She could see a door ahead of her. What is this light? It feels so warm. It 
seemed to be calling for her. 


As if possessed, Hikari moved towards the white light shining brightly from within the door 
that was left open for her. 


"Hikari? Hikari?! Don't die on me." 

That voice... It sounds so familiar. Who does it belong to? 

"Listen to the voices, Hikari." She remembered the words Claire had said to her. 
"Hikari!" 


This crying voice that keeps calling for me over and over again... who is it? 
Hikari looked back, but there was no one there. She turned back and walked closer to the 
door. "Hikari!" Again, the same voice cried out for her. 
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"Don't leave me!" Her heart suddenly jumped up, hearing those words and the voice behind 
it. Soon after, memories flashed in her mind. 


Hikari abruptly halted her steps. 
It was his voice. How could she forget him? 


I can't go through that door. If I go in there, I have a feeling I'll never see him 
again. I must go back or else... that person will be all alone again. 


"Doctor? How's her condition?" Leyon asked as soon as he saw the doctor exiting the 
operation theatre. 


The doctor sighed, taking off his mask. "The surgery was successful. She's going to be fine," 
he said. "But we still need to run more tests. For that, we need her parent's, or a guardian's 
consent. How are you related to the patient?" 


Hikari was moved to a private room in the hospital. She was clad in a simple white patient 
uniform. Leyon could see the layers of bandages wrapped around her chest. He was told the 
surgery was a complicated one; it had taken more than three hours. It was a miracle she was 
still alive; the doctor had said. 


"Hikari. Please wake up," said Leyon. "Can't you hear me? Everything's over. So please, wake 


up. 


Leyon reached for something in his coat. The charm Hikari had given to him was safely 
sitting in his pocket. He took it out and carefully tugged it inside Hikari's hand. He'd said he 
didn't believe in such superstitions, but maybe, just maybe, the charm had kept him safe all 
those times. But he didn't need any of that luck or protection; all he wanted was for Hikari to 
wake up. 


Even if he couldn't prove that this little charm pouch had any supernatural abilities, he 
wanted to believe it had. He had long since abandoned his belief in the existence of God, for 
it seemed too irrelevant and stupid. Praying did not bring his parents back from the dead. 
Praying did not save his grandmother. But he ended up praying once more, this time for 
Hikari, as though it was his last string of hope. 


Isn't it enough now? God, you can torture me, tear my body to shreds, do whatever you 
want with me. I'll gladly accept it. But don't take her away from me. Just this person, let 
her live. I'll even trade my life if I have to. So please don't take Hikari away from me. 


The door to the room slid open, snapping him out of his reverie. 

"Are you okay?" Gil asked, entering inside. Bandages covered parts of his face and arms. 
Leyon nodded. "And Ray?" he asked. 

"He's sleeping in the other room. Probably due to the anaesthesia." 

"What did the doctor say?" 


"He said Ray will be fine. He just needed a few stitches in his head, that's all. He'll recover in 
a day or two." 


"That's a relief." 


"You should go and get examined properly." 
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"I'm fine," said Leyon. He had been given a quick first-aid treatment when he arrived at the 
hospital. But he wouldn't let them treat him further until he made sure Hikari was fine. 


"Hikari hasn't woken up yet?" 


"No." Leyon abruptly got up from his seat. "Gil. Can you watch over Hikari for me? I need to 
go somewhere." 


"Eh? Where?" 


"Just look after her. And call me if anything happens." Leyon gripped Gil on the shoulders, 
giving him a fierce look before rushing out the door. 


"We still need to run more tests. For that, we need her parent's, or a guardian's consent." 
The doctor's words rang in his head. He knew all too well that the situation had spiralled far 
out of his control. 


Ever since that day, I had a feeling I could never hide this from Hikari. Sooner or later, the 
truth had to come out. Everything was all due to my selfishness. If I had told her about her 
mother, maybe nothing would've happened. If only I hadn't been so stubborn and let her be 
with her parents instead of with me, maybe this situation could've been prevented. Even if 
it meant I'd never see her again, I'd choose that option a hundred times over if I could go 
back in time. 


The thoughts lingered in his mind as Leyon raced to his destination. He rounded a blind 
corner in the street, not even caring if he got hit by a passing vehicle. The moment he 
reached the place, he yelled and banged on the gate. But when he received no response, he 
kicked the gate open and began pounding on the door of the house. 


The door opened three seconds later. A terrified looking Evelyn stood at the entrance. She 
was all alone in the house, and her husband had said he would come home very late since he 
was busy with some paperworks in the company. So who was violently banging on her door 
at this time of night? 


"It's you," Evelyn said in alarm, looking at the state Leyon was in. "What happened to you?" 


"Please. You're the only one who can save her," Leyon immediately fell to his knees, and 
looked up at Evelyn. "You have to save her." 


"She's... she's..." Evelyn went closer. Her whole body shook as she looked at the person lying 
unconscious on the bed. 


"Who's she?" Gil muttered to Leyon. 


"Hikari? She's my daughter?" Tears rolled down her cheeks as Evelyn began to cry. Hearing 
those words, Gil immediately shut up and excused himself from the room. 


"I'm sorry," Leyon apologised to Evelyn. "She is Hikari. She's the daughter you've been 
looking for. If you don't believe me-" 
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Evelyn cut him off. "How can a mother not recognise her own daughter? I know she is 
Hikari. She is my precious daughter." 


"I'm sorry. It's all my fault." 


"Do you think words can fix everything, now that we've reached this point?" Evelyn turned to 
Leyon. "I don't know what to say to you. Can you go out for now? I want to have some alone 
time with my daughter." 


Leyon swallowed hard. Evelyn's words stung him, but he knew his place. Now that she was 
here, he wasn't needed anymore. 


His train of thought was interrupted when the door opened loudly, and a team of officers 
walked in. "Who is Leyon here?" the head officer asked. 


Leyon stepped forward. "Are you Leyon?" Leyon nodded his head. "You are under arrest for 
attempted murder." 


"What are you talking about?" Leyon was shocked. He had no time to defend himself as they 
quickly handcuffed him. 


"Let's go." 
"Explain. What did I do?" 


Gil entered and tried to intervene, but was stopped by the police. Evelyn was silent. She 
didn't even try to talk with the police officers. 


"You're being arrested for attempting to murder Zayden," one officer said on the way out. 
"What? That's absurd," shouted Gil, going after Leyon. 


"You may see him afterwards." An officer stopped Gil. "Don't cause problems for us now. 
Otherwise, we will arrest you too." 


"Gil," Leyon called, shaking his head at him, telling him to retreat. "Take care of Ray and 
Hikari," Leyon said. Then he was dragged away by the police. 


"What? That doesn't make any sense!" Ray banged his hand on the bed table. He didn't wake 
up the next morning to hear this terrible about Leyon. 


"That's what I'm saying. It doesn't make any sense," Gil agreed. 


"So you're telling me that someone tried to kill Zayden by hitting him on the head, and that 
person is K?" Ray repeated. "Unbelievable. K was with us the whole time. We saw Zayden 
run out on his own after he stabbed Hikari. Why isn't the police investigating that matter? 
He stabbed an innocent person!" 


"Yes. The police are quiet now because Zayden's father is involved," said Gil, standing by the 
bed. 


"Then it's only going to get complicated. Zayden's father will do anything to clean his son's 
name. Does he not know his son is the real murderer here?" Ray fumed. 
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"We both know big bro didn't try to kill Zayden. It seems someone else attempted that act 
and now big bro is getting blamed for it." 


"Where's Zayden now?" 
"He's in the ICU now," Gil said, standing by the bed. 
"Is he in the same hospital as us?" Ray asked. 


“Yes. Another ambulance from the same hospital picked him up and arrived ten minutes 
after big sis was moved to the emergency room yesterday.” 


"It's all my fault things have turned out like this." Ray hid his face in his hands. "I should've 
listened to you guys and stopped going to that fight club a long time ago. If I hadn’t gone 
there, then Hikari wouldn't have gotten kidnapped and K-" 


"Hey, stop it," Gil interrupted him. "Not you again. Big bro already blames himself. And now 
you, too? It's nobody's fault, okay? We can't predict the future. Life didn't come with 
signboards, Ray. What's happened has happened. Now we need to find a solution for it." 


"But you weren't there. How can you possibly understand how I feel?" Ray knew his words 
sounded harsh, but it was too late to take it back. 


"The last thing I want is to fight with you," Gil said. "I know I wasn't there, but I also know 
not to overthink and keep blaming myself for things that have already passed. Nobody 
blames you, Ray. Are we not friends? No, aren't we more than that? Big bro considers us as 
his own brothers. When you get in trouble, we will always have your back, no matter what. 
You also feel the same about us, don't you? If you understand that, then get up ‘cause the 
fight isn't over yet." 


"What's with that weak look? You look like a dumb kid who had his lunch stolen in class." 
"That kid's probably you.” Ray cracked a laugh. 
"I was, once." Gil joined the laugh. 


"But I guess you're right," said Ray, looking up at Gil. "I don't have time to drown in 
depression." Ray quickly recovered. "Because there's something I still have to do, and that is 
to punch Zayden one last time when I meet him.” Ray cracked his knuckles. "So what's the 
deal with his father now?" 


"Zayden's father doesn't seem to know the person who tried to kill his son. He suspects it's 
big bro." 


“Probably one of Zayden's lackeys misinformed the news and put all the blame on K. They're 
clearly taking revenge on us." 


"Looks like it." 


"So let me get this straight," Ray began. "Zayden ran out after having stabbed Hikari. And 
this unknown person, let's call him person A. This Person A somehow emerged from behind 
and hit Zayden on the head with a baseball bat, hoping to kill him, and disappeared after 
committing the crime. And now they think that Person A is K. No. They want Person A to be 
K." 


"Exactly." 
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"Wow." 


"Hikari needs to wake up to expose the lies and debunk all these preposterous claims 
targeted at big bro. But she hasn't regained consciousness yet," Gil muttered to himself. 


"That's also true... But I can't believe Zayden's father thinks it's okay for his son to murder an 
innocent person, but it's not okay for someone else to attempt to murder his son?" Ray 
scoffed. 


"He's a congressman. What else can we expect? They can't have any dirt on their name." 
"We must talk to Zayden right now," Ray firmly said, hurriedly getting out of his bed. 
"We can't now." Gil tried to calm Ray. 

"Why not?” 

"Well, about that... He's still in the ICU and he's..." Gil scratched his head. 

"He's in a coma?!" Ray thundered. 

"Calm down. Your wound will open up." 


"Now's not the time to worry about that. You're telling me that Zayden is in a coma right 
now?" 


"Yes. Who knows when he'll wake up.” 


"What is with the sudden turn of events? What kind of brainless tard is writing this stupid, 
nonsensical plotline?" 


"Uh, I really don't know what you're talking about." Gil stared at Ray, dumfounded. 


"Anyway, that means it'll be difficult to help K, since Zayden can't testify for what happened. 
That complicates a lot of things. K could be wrongly charged and sent to jail.” 


"That's highly possible. And the matter about his son stabbing big sis, I think Zayden's 
father's going to come up with another strategy to counterattack that offensive charge by 
taking advantage of the fact that his son is in a coma, to get him off the criminal boards. In 
other words, he's going to bury the incident.” Gil sighed. 


"Damn it. Where's K now?" 


"He's currently being held in the detention facility. I was informed he'll be brought to trial in 
three days after the police have thoroughly investigated the case," Gil answered. "The police 
will come to get our testimonials later today. We have to tell them the truth. It would've been 
better if Hikari woke up. She would be of great help." 


"In any case, we must help K. We can't let him go to jail." 


She could hear voices, particularly a woman’s. The voice seemed to be speaking to someone, 
a male? She couldn't quite grasp what they were talking about. Why wasn't she able to open 
her eyes? She tried again. A penetrating white light crossed her vision in those few seconds 
she struggled to open her eyes in vain. 
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"Hikari? Hikari?" the woman's voice seemed to be calling out to her. This voice... it sounds so 
familiar. Where have I heard it before? 


When Hikari was finally able to open her eyes, she was met with a woman's face. It took her 
an entire minute for the realisation to kick in. This woman, who bore a striking resemblance 
to her mother, could only be... 


"Hikari? Do you remember me? It's mama. I'm here, Hikari? Mama's here," said the woman 
as she caressed her face lovingly, drops of tears gliding down her cheeks. 


Mama? She's my mother? Hikari felt unshed tears brimming her eyes before she burst out 
crying. 


"Baby, don't cry. Mama is here. Mama won't leave you ever again. So don't cry," the woman 
repeated over and over again, kissing her forehead multiple times. 


No. I'm still dreaming. This is not real. This must be the same dream I had earlier. There's 
no way my mama will be here. 


Hikari stared at the woman for two whole minutes, waiting for her to disappear, waiting for 
her to wake up from this dream, and yet nothing was happening. This was not possible 
unless, of course, this was real. Then the woman sitting beside her bed, the woman who was 
gently stroking her cheeks with a soft smile, was indeed her mother. 


Hikari reached out for the woman's hand. The woman knew what she was trying to do and 
brought out her hand to hold hers, kissing it in between. Her hands were warm to the touch, 
Hikari noted. 


"Hikari? It's mama. Do you know who I am now?" Evelyn said to Hikari. 


Hikari bit her lips and began to quiver. More tears escaped her eyes. She wasn't dreaming. 
Her mother was really here. "Mama," she mouthed. 


"It's me. It's mama," Evelyn said in response, hugging her daughter close. 
It really is mama. But how? How did she come to find me? 


Hikari felt something on her other hand. She peered over her shoulder, opening her palm to 
see the object she was holding in her hand. A charm pouch? Soon after, memories of the past 
incidents invaded her mind one by one. Leyon and Zayden fighting, her getting stabbed, Ray 
and Gil... Where was Leyon? Why wasn't he here with her? 


Alarmed, Hikari abruptly got up to search, but Evelyn quickly held her down. "You can't 
move yet. Hikari, your wound hasn't healed yet." Just as Evelyn said those words, Hikari felt 
a searing pain course throughout her whole body. Her chest was throbbing; the unbearable 
pain brought her back to the bed. What was this pain? She breathed hard, placing a hand 
over her chest. She could feel the layers of bandages underneath her clothes. Just how badly 
was she injured? 


"Does it hurt a lot?" Evelyn eyed her daughter worriedly as she tugged her in. "Everything 
will be fine. Be strong, my love." 


Hikari was only half listening to her mother's words. She couldn't shake off the thought of 
Leyon from her head. Was he okay? What happened to Zayden? There were so many 
unanswered questions, and she wanted to know everything. 


"Leyon? Where is Leyon?" Hikari tried asking her mother, but she didn't understand what 
she was trying to tell her. 
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"Slowly, slowly. Mama will listen to everything. Calm down and tell me all about it." Evelyn 
tried to soothe her daughter, letting her lie down comfortably on the bed. 
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Chapter 34: An Ending For A New 
Beginning 


It had been three days since she woke up. Hikari still couldn't believe this wasn't a dream. 
Looking at her mother, who was sitting there, peeling apples beside the hospital bed, made 
her feel like she was eight again. For nights, she couldn't sleep, afraid her mother would be 
gone the next time she woke up. Even after her mother explained everything about how she 
met Leyon, and the things that had transpired between them, she was still confused. 


There were so many things occupying Hikari's mind at this point. First was her inability to 
believe that Evelyn was here for her. And the second was about Leyon. She heard from Ray 
and Gil that Leyon had been taken to the detention facility. Now that she was awake, she 
needed to do something so Leyon wouldn't end up getting accused of a crime he didn't 
commit. That day was the day he was going to be brought to trial. Gil and Ray went to 
witness it. But it had been hours already, and they still haven't returned. She couldn't help 
but worry. 


"What are you thinking so deeply about, Hikari?" Evelyn asked, concerned. Bringing a plate 
of sliced apples, she proceeded to feed Hikari, but Hikari shoved it away quietly. "You don't 
want them? Should mama go and get you something else?" 


Hikari shook her head. 


"You need to have something to recover. Everything's going to be fine... Are you perhaps 
thinking about Leyon?" 


Evelyn didn't need to guess twice from her daughter's look. She could easily tell Hikari was 
thinking about Leyon. But she couldn't blame her. 


Leyon, huh? Evelyn's thoughts drifted to him. To tell the truth, she was angry at Leyon. 
Numerous times, she had asked herself why he would do something so terrible. He hid her 
daughter's existence from her, only showing up to spill the truth when her daughter was on 
the verge of death. 


Evelyn would've believed it more had it all been a nightmare; it was nearly impossible for 
something like this to have occurred. Who could've predicted things would turn out like this? 


The night Leyon came to inform her about the incident, and when he mentioned Hikari, she 
was ready to throw everything away just to meet her. She had invented many scenarios in her 
head about how their mother and daughter reunion would be like. But never had she thought 
she would see her daughter again after ten years in a hospital and in that state. That fragile 
little girl lying on the bed, who looked like she would pass away any second, was her 
daughter. Seeing Hikari in that condition broke her heart into a million pieces. 


Leyon had lied to her from the very start. He had lied about his name, pretended not to know 
Hikari when she was by his side all along. The list was countless. And the night Hikari was 
stabbed, he was arrested for attempting to murder someone. Thinking of those incidents and 
generating them up in her head terrified her to no end. She was scared of the person her 
daughter was hanging out with. But those were her past thoughts. Now it was different. 


"He's going to be fine. Nothing bad will happen to him," Evelyn assured her daughter. As 
much as she was wary of Leyon, she couldn't hate him. The relationship between Leyon and 
her daughter had started since they were eight, after all. If Hikari hadn't explained the entire 
story about Leyon, she most likely would've blamed him forever. When she came to know he 
was that boy from ten years ago, Claire's only grandchild, she calmed down instantly. For a 
tiny moment, she had thought maybe she misunderstood the boy. 
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"Many things have changed, I guess. Mama missed out on a lot of things, haven't I?" Evelyn 
held her daughter's hand. "But I promise you, this time I'll never let go of you. We'll get 
through this together," said Evelyn as she smiled at Hikari. 


"Excuse us." They heard a voice before the door to their room was opened. 
"You're..." 
“It's me, Ray, auntie," Ray greeted. 


"What's up? Big sis, are you feeling better now?" Gil waved from behind as he entered after 
Ray. 


Hikari smiled warmly at them. Finally, they were back, and judging from their jolly 
expression, maybe she could expect some good news. 


"How'd the trial go?" Evelyn asked. 
"We have good news and bad news," Ray replied. 
"What's the good news?" 


"The good news is there will be a second trial next week which gives us more time to find a 
solution for the situation at hand." Ray crossed his arms before continuing, "The police will 
thoroughly investigate both the kidnapping issue and the murder attempt. It's going quite 
well now since Hikari has woken up. Zayden won't be able to get himself out of this mess so 
easily." 


"But that doesn't mean big bro's out of the gutter." 
"That's where the bad news comes in," Ray said. 


"The bad news is Zayden's father won't stay silent. This could turn into a battlefield at any 
second. We have to be prepared," Gil explained. "The next trial might be the last chance for 
Leyon. If we can't save him, then he'll be sentenced to ten years in prison, plus there's-" 


"That will not happen," a new voice interrupted them. Standing by the door was a tall man in 
a suit. 


"You're Mr B-Bronze..," Ray stuttered. 


"Yes. Iam Bronze, Hikari's father, and Evelyn's husband," the dark-haired man said. "This 
must be our first time meeting,” he continued. His brown eyes wrinkled as his lips curved 
into a smile. 


Ray and Gil eyed him up and down. So this was what a real-life CEO looked like. Their 
expectations of him were high, but he didn't disappoint. And to think this person accepted 
Hikari as his own daughter without any complaint; he was a very kind, responsible adult. 


"I won't let those scoundrels get away after hurting my daughter," said Bronze. 


"That's right," Evelyn agreed. "Whoever messes with our daughter, we won't spare them,” 
she fired up. That old fart of a congressman thought he could belittle her daughter like that 
because he thought she had no parents. But he was wrong. He and his son won't get away 
that easily. 


"Yus!" Ray and Gil said at the same time. 


"Tell us what we have to do. We'll do our best to help," said Ray. 
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Mr Bronze thought deep, placing a thumb on his chin. "There is one thing that will guarantee 
us complete victory.” 


"What is it?” Ray stared hard, awaiting his reply. 
"If we can make Zayden confess the truth, there will be no need for further investigations." 


“You're right," said Ray. "Only Zayden himself knows who tried to kill him. Even if he doesn't 
know who that person is, he for sure knows that person's not Leyon. But right now, he's still 
in a coma.” 


"That's what makes the situation a little difficult," Mr Bronze intervened. "We can only wait 
for now. But don't worry. Leyon will not go to jail.” 


Hikari's eyes lit up hearing those words from her step-father. She would just have to wait and 
hope for now. 


"I think we should get going." Gil turned to Ray. 
"Yeah." 
"Thank You Mr Bronze for helping us with that." 


Ray and Gil thanked Bronze and proceeded to walk out of the room, but not before shouting 
a get well soon to Hikari. They both smiled and waved goodbye as they left. 


"What are they talking about?" Evelyn asked Bronze when the boys had finally left. 


"Nothing much. Just for a minor thing," replied Bronze as he went over to check up on 
Hikari. "My sweet daughter, are you okay?" he asked in a jolly voice. Hikari turned and 
smiled sweetly back at him. 


"What took you so long? What did the doctor say?" Evelyn asked, closing the door behind 
her. She came out to meet her husband outside her daughter's room. 


"I was scolded a bit for not taking care of Hikari." Bronze laughed sheepishly. 
"It's not your fault. The doctor doesn't know, that's why he-" 
"I don't mind. Don't worry." 


Evelyn knitted her eyebrows, smiling softly at her husband. He was too good for her. "So 
what else did the doctor say about Hikari?" she asked. 


"Regarding her injury, there's nothing serious, but there is something else." Bronze suddenly 
got very serious. 


"What is it?” 
"The doctor said Hikari has PTSD. And it's been quite a while." 


Evelyn brought a hand over her mouth in shock. She staggered backwards, almost hitting the 
floor, before Bronze caught her. "It's my fault. It's all my fault," she repeated. "It's because I 
left her with her father." 


"It's not your fault, Evelyn." Bronze assured her. 


"Tt is. It is!" she cried. 
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"But what can you do for something that has happened in the past? Hikari's here now. You, 
no, we can now give her the best life we weren't able to give her ten years ago." 


"I know. But my poor baby. All those years, she suffered because of her abusive father right 
until the moment he died. I can't imagine how she managed to survive during those times. 
And here I am, enjoying this life of riches and luxury. I claim to have been searching for her 
the past years, but I haven't been trying hard enough. What kind of mother am I?" Evelyn 
began to cry. 


"If it's anybody's fault, then it should be mine. I didn't know you would suffer this much. If I 
hadn't taken you away back then, I-" 


"No, don't say that." Evelyn got up. "You were only doing your job. I was the one who sought 
after you all those years." 


"You weren't the only one. Our feelings were mutual. Let's stop this now. I know we can 
make this work. I care for Hikari as much as you do. She's like my own daughter. I would do 
everything to keep you guys happy and safe." 


"Is that it? Does the doctor say she only has PTSD? There's nothing wrong with her?” 


"He told us to be prepared just in case she has another panic attack. Because that recent 
incident seemed to have triggered her past traumas again. You know how she's also suffering 
from insomnia and other sleep-related issues." 


"Yes, Iam aware of that. Sometimes, during her sleep, she acts quite unusual, but doesn't 
remember anything the next day." 


"We have to pay close attention." 
"And when did the doctor say she can be discharged?" 


"Roughly in a week. But she needs to continue further treatments from home. And...Evelyn, 
there's another thing I have to tell you." 


Evelyn looked in his eyes, hoping this was not going to be another bad news. 
"They're asking me to come back." 


Evelyn knew this was coming. They had to leave. They'd been staying in the city far too long, 
all because she wanted to find her daughter this time no matter what. But now that the 
problem has escalated this much, would it be possible for her to go back? Would Hikari even 
agree to leave with them? She could feel a headache growing at those thoughts. 


"How long can we stay here for now?" asked Evelyn. 
"Two weeks." 


"Give me time to think this through," said Evelyn, turning to enter the room before she was 
stopped by Bronze. His next words completely froze her. 


When the doctor told them to be prepared, they never thought something like this would 
happen too soon. That night was the first night after the accident that Hikari had a panic 
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attack. It started with a nightmare before it worsened. Evelyn remembered having to hold 
Hikari down as she shouted at her to calm down, but the poor girl could only hold her head 
in her hands and cry in pain. Hikari had more than one depressive episode that night. The 
other times she would hyperventilate and start seeing things that weren't there. 


Seeing her daughter acting like that completely crushed her. Hikari couldn't tell her what 
was wrong since she couldn't speak, and that only made her worry more. Though Hikari had 
no recollection of what happened the next morning, Evelyn still couldn't completely fend off 
the uneasiness in her heart. 


"Hikari? How are you feeling now?" Evelyn asked as she fed Hikari her medications. She sat 
down by the bedside before she spoke again. "I know it's hard for you to grasp everything at 
the moment, but we can go slow. Don't think of anything else now. Just concentrate on 
getting better.” 


Hikari nodded at her. 


"Do you perhaps blame mama?" Evelyn asked, unable to hold back any longer. "Do you hate 
mama?" 


Hikari shook her head. How could she blame her own mother, let alone hate her? After 
knowing how much her mother suffered at the hands of her father, how could she hate her 
for leaving her behind? Her mother had all the reasons to do so, and she didn't blame her for 
any of it. 


Evelyn got down from the bed and stared at her daughter. She smiled as she caressed her 
face. You are really a kind child. Her lips trembled as she rapidly blinked her eyes to drive 
away the tears. Having a daughter like Hikari was a blessing. No matter how many times she 
failed as a mother, Hikari never gave up on her, even when she knew she didn't deserve to be 
forgiven. 


She couldn't stop a tear from escaping her eye as she gently traced her daughter's chin with 
her thumb. Hikari looked at her worriedly and tried to ask her what was wrong, but Evelyn 

shook her head and held her smile. There were so many regrets, more than she could count. 
But she was happy now that she was finally reunited with her daughter. From this moment 

on, nothing would separate them ever again. 


"Hikari? Mama has something to tell you." A lump formed in her throat. She knew her 
daughter was not going to like what she was about to say next. 


As painful as it was to break the news to Hikari, Evelyn knew this was for the best. She knew 
she was being selfish, but her daughter needed help as soon as possible. She needed to cure 
her daughter's PTSD, but she couldn't do it here. This wasn't her home country. She couldn't 
stay here with Hikari or leave her behind, either. She didn't care if Hikari hated her for it. 
Right now, Hikari's health was her top priority. 


Don't hate mama too much. Everything mama's doing is for you to have a good life. 
"Will you go back home with me?" 


Home? Hikari didn't know what her mother was saying at first, but she soon understood. 
Home meant her mother was talking about leaving this city with her and travelling to the 
country where she currently lived. That meant she would be leaving Leyon. She could never 
do that. She refused to leave. 


"I know it's about Leyon. It's about him. But Hikari, this time can you please listen to 
mama?" 
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Evelyn saw Hikari retreating from her. She covered her face with the blanket and refused to 
come out. 


"Hikari? I know what mama's saying is a bit sudden. But think of yourself too. Let's go there 
after you recover, okay? Mama will hire a good doctor again. Let's get treated there." Evelyn 
instantly regretted her words the moment she said them. She didn't want to sound like she 
was telling her daughter was a mental patient, but it ended up in that sense. "Hikari. I'm 
really sorry. Look at me." 


Evelyn pulled the covers down just below her daughter's chin and looked at her. "The doctor 
told me a very good news." Hikari looked at Evelyn uninterested, but waited for her to 
continue. "He said if you get treated properly, you can speak again," Evelyn cried happily. 


Hikari widened her eyes in disbelief. She could speak again? Really? Was it possible? 


"You will get your voice back, Hikari. You will be able to speak again." Hikari was in a daze as 
her mother repeated the words over and over again. "So let's go home together and get you 
treated. Don't you want your voice back?" 


But this meant leaving Leyon. As much as she wanted her voice back, she couldn't just leave 
Leyon and go. 


"Is the thought of Leyon still bothering you? What must mama do for you to agree to come 
with me?" begged Evelyn. "You can't stay here like this. Just look at yourself. What can you 
do for Leyon when you are like this?" The words seemed to have directly hit a nerve on 
Hikari as she slowly sat up on the bed and stared deeply at Evelyn. 


Evelyn thought she had crossed the line. She had expected a scornful look from her daughter, 
or perhaps have something thrown at her face before she was asked to leave the room. But 
she got nothing. Hikari shifted her gaze to her entwined hands kept on top of her lap, 
seemingly deep in thought. 


Mama's right. What can the present me do for Leyon? I'm only a burden. How many times 
do I have to be saved by him? He always spoils me and does everything to keep me happy. 
And me? What did I do for him? I sent him to jail. Her vision blurred and drops of tears 
quietly fell on her tightly folded hands. Evelyn came forward and hugged her, but she felt 
worse. Memories flashed in her mind — those times she had spent with Leyon and their 
conversations. 


"What about you? Do you have a dream?" 
"Of course, I do. I want to become a teacher!" 
"A teacher? Hmm... not bad. If it's you, I think you'll become a good teacher." 


Her tears seemed to overflow as she remembered the day he sang for her, and won that 
watch, the night he hugged her tight to make her feel better when she ran into those drunk 
people in the restaurant. She could still recall the words he said to her back then. 


"You always keep me in the dark. You never tell me what's on your mind. Sometimes, when 
you feel sad, lonely or afraid, it's okay to rely on me for support." 


But it was too much. Only relying on him brought more troubles for him instead. 


She never even got to ask if the picture of that angel on the wall was really her. Leyon went 
all out doing unimaginable things when it came to her. And yet, what had she done for him? 
More and more memories surfaced in her mind. 
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"Let's go on a date, fake girlfriend." 


"Ever since you came into my life, my view of this world has changed... Life is not always 
about sadness, and loneliness and suffering. There are also a lot of good things on the way. 
You gave me a reason to live." 


It was the same way for me. You were my reason to live, too. 
"T love you." 
I love you too and it pains me that I can't say it to you with my own voice. 


I thought if I stayed with him, I could save him from the darkness, but I almost 
got him killed. Iam so weak. I don't have the strength to protect him. The way 
Iam now, I'm only going to become a hindrance in his future. I don't want to 
be a burden to him, not anymore. 


Perhaps good things weren't meant to last. 


"How are you? You look beat." 

"Do I?" Leyon smirked from behind the glass screen. 

"It's good to see you're doing well." 

"You too, Gil.” 

"We'll get you out of there soon, so hold on just a little longer." 


Leyon lowered his head, pressing his cuffed hands on top of the board he was sitting at. "And 
Hikari? Is she okay? What about Ray?" 


"They're both fine," Gil assured. "Big sis wanted to visit you, but she's still recovering, so she 
needed to stay in the hospital. And Ray needed to get his stitches removed today, so he 
stayed behind. But guess what? The fight club was demolished. The police know everything 
now. Zayden won't be able to do anything about it." 


"T heard he's in a coma." 
"He still is." 


"I also heard the police almost got you and Ray arrested too because of that fight club. What 
happened afterwards?" 


"You won't believe. Guess who came to our rescue. Mr Bronze." Gil whispered the last word. 
"He's going to save you too." 


"Just forget about me." 


"What are you saying?" Gil slightly raised his voice. "You can't be serious. You're going to jail. 
Does that not affect you at all?" 


Leyon laughed. "Of course it does. But what choice do I have?" 


"We will get you out. I swear!" 
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"Leave that depressing talk aside. I want to ask you some questions. Hikari... Does she blame 
me? For not telling about her mother sooner?" 


So that was what he was curious about, Gil thought. He heard about the matter between 
Leyon and Evelyn. Though he was no judge, he could sympathise with Leyon. If he were in 
his shoes, he probably would've done the same thing. "Big sis doesn't blame you. In fact, she 
told me to pass you a message." 


"A message from Hikari?" Leyon almost sprang up from his seat. 


"She told me to tell you that it wasn't your fault. And she doesn't hate you for not telling her 
about her mom." 


"But why? She should hate me. She should be angry." Leyon clenched his fists. 


"She said being with you every day made her the happiest. She loved every moment she 
spent with you... But... but..." 


"But what?" Leyon shouted at Gil, seeing the unsettled look on his face. 


Gil was crying. His voice became hoarse as he struggled to say the next words. "S-She's 
leaving." 


"T'm taking Hikari with me." 
The words slapped him in the face. But he had expected something like this. 


When Leyon was informed there was another visitor coming to meet him today, Evelyn was 
the last person he expected to see. But the moment he saw her face to face through the glass 
screen separating them, his worst fears were confirmed. 


"Do you think I'm being selfish?” Evelyn asked. 


"No. I don't," Leyon replied. He had anticipated this. He knew Evelyn would take Hikari 
away. She was her mother, after all, and as a mother, she wouldn't be able to see anything 
but her daughter. This was something he understood so well. 


"I don't blame you for the things that happened," Evelyn continued. 

"I thought you hated me." 

"I don't hate you. I know you are a good kid. And I hope you remain that way." 
Leyon didn't like where their conversation was going. 


"I do sympathise with everything that has happened to you, but Hikari is my one and only 
daughter. I cannot afford to ruin her future. I lost her once, and I almost lost her the second 
time, too. But this time, I'm not going to leave her anymore. Do you understand me?" 


"I do," Leyon responded, but his words sounded forced. He couldn't bring his head up to look 
at Evelyn. 


"In the past, I know you and Hik-" Evelyn abruptly stopped herself. She almost spilt the 
whole story about Leyon's childhood. Hikari had told her not to mention anything about her 
past with Leyon because Leyon didn't remember anything about it, and that she didn't want 
to burden him by letting him know of the missing pieces of his memory since she was going 
to leave him soon. 
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"What?" 


"Oh, nothing. Forget it." Evelyn gave Leyon a pitiful look. Leyon and her daughter were like 
two star-crossed lovers. Perhaps they weren't meant to be. Their paths were severed a long 
time ago. It seemed like whatever happened between them will stay in the past forever. "You 
have your own life to live, and Hikari has her own. Thank you for taking care of her when I 
wasn't around. I know what I'm going to say now sounds mean and selfish, but can you 
please do me this favour? I will do all I can to get you out of here, but in exchange, can you 
let my daughter go?" 
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Chapter 35: Until We Meet Again 


"Don't get too close, Gil." 

"But I can't see anything.” 

"Neither can I." 

"Can you search for the switch, Ray?" 

"I don't think there's one. Hey, stop. Where are you even touching? That's my-" 
"Oops, sorry." 

"Are you done dressing?" 

"Almost. My shoes. Damn it. Oh, wait. There it is. Arghh, I'm falling." 

"Are you okay?" 

"Thanks for catching me, but you can take your hands off my butt now." 

"It's because I can't see anything." 

"IT know that.” 

"Heh." 

"If you're done, let's go out now. But before that, see if there's anyone outside." 
"I don't think there is." Gil slightly opened the door and peered from the small gap. 
"Let's go." 


"You look-" Gil burst out laughing as soon as they stepped out of the dark, congested room. 
They both stood in the hospital hallway, checking each other out. Ray was dressed in a 
nurse's uniform, while Gil was posing as the doctor. 


"Stop it," Ray muttered, annoyed as he adjusted his wig. 


"But that hair and the lipstick-" Had it not been for Ray's glare, Gil would've rolled on the 
floor laughing his lungs out. 


"This is the only way we can get inside Zayden's room." Ray pretended to sound professional. 
"Will the security guarding him even fall for this...disguise?" Gil pointed a finger at Ray. 
“They will." 

"Pfft." 

"Stop laughing." 


"Maybe it's just me thinking you look like a guy, since I know it's you. It might not be the 
case for others." 


"Exactly. And it's already too late to turn back now. Do you know how hard it was to steal 
this uniform and the leggings?" Ray extended his legs, flashing his eyebrows at Gil. "Sexy, 
isn't it?" 


Gil made a vomiting sound in response. 
"Ungrateful." 
"Hey, what if we get caught by his bodyguards?" 
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"We won't. We'll have our masks on. You just have to play the part. That coat I stole has the 
name of Zayden's doctor attached to it, so they won't suspect you. And since that doctor left 
his office because of an emergency call, we can make use of this opportunity. Just one hour is 
all it will take to talk to Zayden." 


Ever since they heard Zayden regained consciousness and was brought out of the ICU, they 
had been waiting for a chance to talk to him. Many attempts they made had been in vain, but 
it seemed like today was their lucky day. 


"Come. We have no time to lose," Ray said, leading the way. The heels of his shoes clicked 
abnormally on the tiled floor as he spread his legs wide apart and stomped forward. 


Apparently, Ray wasn't used to wearing a woman's dress. Gil smacked his forehead. Thank 
God there was no one around to witness this barbaric scene. Was this even going to work? 
He couldn't shake off the sense of foreboding rising in his chest. 


"Ray?" 
"What?" Ray turned back and shouted. "What are you waiting for?" 


Gil could tell Ray wasn't aware that he was missing one very important detail — that one 
necessary asset that identified a woman. 


"Don't you think you're missing something?" 
"What? What do you mean?" 


God, he was clueless. And to think he was supposed to be the smarter one of the two. "You 
know. That!" Gil pointed at him. 


"What? What am I missing?" Ray looked at him, clearly dumbfounded. 
"That thing, you know." Gil didn't know how to tell him. 

"That what? Just spit it out.” 

"Melons! You're missing melons.” 


"Melons? What are you-" Ray didn't finish his sentence. His mouth formed a huge O00 
before rushing back to the dark room. He came out three minutes later. 


"Better now?" Ray asked Gil, stretching his chest out with a cockish smirk. 
"The size looks abnormal,” Gil remarked. 

"It's fine," Ray replied. "All guys like big- hey what are you doing?" 

"They don't feel natural," Gil commented as he squished Ray's fake melons. 


"Of course they don't 'cause they're not real." Ray forcefully slapped Gil's hand away. "And 
how come you know how they're supposed to feel?" 


"We have dummies in our school lab," Gil defended himself, ignoring the flush of hotness in 
his cheeks. "Don't look at me like I'm some kind of pervert." 


"Only a pervert would play around with dummies." 
"Shut up." 


"Enough talk. We need to get going. We're wasting too much time here." With that said, Ray 
walked off. 
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"At least walk like a woman." Adjusting his mask, Gil quickly followed Ray. 


Pushing a small trolley containing some medical equipment, Ray and Gil approached 
Zayden's room. They were stopped by two bodyguards when they tried to enter his room. 


"State your purpose," said one guard. 


Beads of sweat dripped down their foreheads as they both stood frozen on the spot. They had 
planned a disguise, but they didn't plan a dialogue. They were now screwed. Think, think, 
think! Ray chanted in his head. Before the guards became more suspicious of them, Ray 
decided to speak up. 


"We-" he started, but Gil secretly nailed him on the gut with his elbow. Ray came to a sudden 
realisation. He was trying the speak to the guards with his male voice. One moment of 
carelessness could get them beheaded if they were in some tragic historical drama right now. 
Thankfully, the guards didn't seem to have noticed. 


"Ah-uh-um routine check-up!" Ray squeaked in a cheery, high-pitched voice. The guards 
looked unconvinced, but that was before Ray caught one of them ogling at his chest. "Oh my, 
how dare you stare at my chest like that?" Ray tried to cover his chest with his hands, 
pretending to sound absolutely offended. 


"M-Ma'am, I wasn't trying to," the guard stuttered. 


"Back off! Or I will go tell the authorities. First, you restrict us from entering, and now you 
sexually harass me?” Ray scoffed, looking at the guard scornfully. 


"You misunderstood, ma'am." 


"I should just report you to the authorities. You have wasted our precious time. If anything 
happens to the patient, will you be responsible?" 


"We're very sorry, ma'am. Please enter," the other guard intervened. "Let them go. I've 
checked the name on the doctor's coat. He's the one that tends to young master, Zayden." 


Young master, my foot, Ray thought as he violently shoved the trolley inside the room. 


Ray closed the door behind him and approached Zayden, who was sleeping on the bed, with 
a large bandage wrapped around his head. "Wake up, you waste of human breath," said Ray, 
kicking the foot of the bed. 


"Don't, Ray. What if we injure him?" 

"This bastard deserves to die, anyway." 

"But we shouldn't. He's a patient right now," Gil reasoned. 

"What?" Ray turned back to face Gil. "He's a murderer," Ray whispered. 
"But if anything bad happens to him, both of us will be blamed." 


"Who cares?” Ray turned his attention to Zayden and almost screamed out in fright. Zayden 
was sitting upright on the bed and was intently staring at them, as if he was about to devour 
them. Gil was all the more surprised. How come they didn't notice him get up? 


"Hey Zayden, I think you know why we're here,” Ray said. 


"Who are you?" 
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"It's me, you murderer." Ray peeled off his wig and mask. "You know K's going to jail, right? 
And it's because of you. Why won't you say anything?” 


"You came all the way here just to tell me that?" 

"Yes. Because this is serious." 

"T get it.” 

"Is there something wrong with your head? How come you don't sound like Zayden?" 
"Ray, cut the talk. We're not here to ask that," Gil intervened. 


"K won't end up in jail once I confess everything. Is that right? Then rest assured. I know 
what to do." 


"You mean you're really going to confess the whole truth?" 
Zayden nodded. 
"Can we really trust you?" 


"It's up to you." Zayden laid back down on his bed. "Can you get out now? I want to rest." 


"Are you sure we can trust what he said?" Ray said as they both walked back to Hikari's room 
after changing into normal clothes. 


"Beats me," Gil replied. "I'm surprised we actually maintained a decent conversation with 
Zayden." 


"He looked and talked different from the Zayden we know. Do you think maybe he hurt his 
head and now he's changed into a whole new person?" 


"Nah. I don't think so. Those things only happen in movies." 
"Right. " 
"But I really want to know what he's thinking in that head of his." 


"Me too. And damn, that guy makes my blood boil. If he was planning to confess from the 
start, then why did we go through so much trouble dressing up like we're going for some 
perverted cosplay event?" Ray complained, kicking the trashcan beside him on the way. 


"Let's just hope everything turns out okay." 


Two weeks later... 


The ray of sunshine streaming down his face when he came out of the building was stingingly 
bright. For almost a month, Leyon hadn't seen the outside world until now. He stopped and 
forcibly blinked his eyes twice to adjust to the surroundings. 


Life in the detention facility was hell. He couldn't imagine what jail life would be like. 
Shuddering at the thought, Leyon shoved his hands in his pockets and began to walk. 


274 


"Hey? Hungry?" Ray greeted him once he was outside the gate. 
"You came?" 


"Yup." Ray smiled brightly at him. "You're finally out. I thought we'd never get to see you 
again.” 


Leyon patted Ray on the shoulder before walking off, as if he was saying a small thank you to 
him for coming to pick him up that day. 


Ray understood and quickly followed Leyon. "Gil wanted to come too, but he caught a cold," 
he continued. 


"T'll go see him when I get the chance." Leyon paused a bit before his expression turned 
placid. “I heard Zayden confessed everything.” 


"He did. He's been charged with kidnapping and attempted murder. That bastard's lucky. 
He'll be serving only five years in jail," Ray spat vehemently. "Must be nice having an 
influential father." 


"What about the person who tried to kill him?" 
"The police are still finding him.” 
"T see.” 


Leyon couldn't quite understand, though. Why did Zayden help him? Shouldn't he be 
laughing at him right now? What made him change? Maybe those were questions he would 
never find the answer to. A part of him wanted to meet Zayden one last time and confront 
him. Another part of him boiled in anger at the very thought of him and never want to see 
him again. He would never forgive him for what he did to Hikari. 


Just as his mind drifted to Hikari, he suddenly remembered something. 
"Hikari... she's leaving today, isn't she?" Leyon asked Ray. 


"Yes," Ray confirmed. "K? You..." Ray looked at him with a sad expression as they walked to 
his apartment. "You're not going to see her off today?" 


Leyon shook his head and lowered his gaze to the ground. "Would that change anything?" 
"You really want her to stay, don't you?" 

"I'm sorry," Ray suddenly blurted out. 

"Why?" 

"You know what I mean. It's because of me that-" 

"Take it back," Leyon cut him off. 

"Huh?" 

"Take that sorry back. And you're not allowed to mention that incident ever again." 
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"Ray." Leyon turned serious. "It's not your fault...and I'm glad you're okay." 
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A moment of silence later, Ray finally spoke. "Can I hug you?" 


"No." 


Emptiness and silence greeted her when she opened the door to Leyon's apartment. Hikari 
stepped inside and scanned the place. It had been weeks since she was last here. Specks of 
dust were starting to accumulate on the floor. The neatly made bed remained intact; the 
room was exactly the way she had left it. Settling herself down at the table, Hikari surveyed 
the room one last time. Everything in the room held a memory she didn't want to recall at 
the moment. 


The heaviness in her chest would not subside even a bit as she retrieved her phone, and a 
written note from her bag and placed them on the table next to each other. She knew she 
couldn't stay there for long. She needed a flight to catch. 


Just then, there was a knock on the door. "Hikari? Are you done? It's getting late." She heard 
her mother's voice coming from behind the door. "I'll give you five minutes more, okay?" 


Hearing her mother's footsteps fading in the distance, Hikari returned to her thoughts. 
Taking out her wallet, she opened it and took out the old picture of her and Leyon. She 
smiled unknowingly as she held the photo in her hands. Everything started there, in her 
small village. Tears threatened to spill from her eyes, but she tried to stop them by rapidly 
blinking them away. She couldn't break down, not now. She needed to be strong. She needed 
to hold on. This wasn't goodbye. She kept repeating the words over and over again in her 
mind. 


They said all good things must come to an end. But Hikari thought those words were nothing 
but rubbish. She was certain that this wasn't the end. This was a new beginning, a fresh start 
for her and Leyon. No matter how many times they were separated, she would always find 
her way back to him. One day, she would surely return, when she was the best version of 
herself, when she was sure she wouldn't be a burden to him anymore. 


Until then, wait for me, Leyon. 
"Hikari? It's time," Evelyn interrupted her again. 


Just a moment. Hikari rammaged through her bag, searching for the watch Leyon gifted her, 
but she couldn't find it anywhere. Quickly shoving her wallet inside her bag, she hurriedly 
got up, unaware of the photo that had slid soundlessly under the table. She ran out the door 
and met Evelyn, who was waiting for her outside. 


"A watch? That blue one?" said Evelyn. 


Hikari nodded. She wanted to leave behind everything Leyon had once given to her. It didn't 
feel right to take them with her. 


"I already put it in your luggage. I found it when I went to pack your stuff in your apartment, 
so I thought it was yours. Is it not? All our luggage must've been moved to the airport by 
now. Is it that important?” 


I guess it can't be helped. Hikari sighed, shaking her head. She turned to go back to Leyon's 
room, but a hand reached out and grabbed hers. 
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"Hikari? It's getting really late. We should go." Evelyn gave her a worried look. Hikari 
nodded again, finally giving up. 


An overwhelming sense of loneliness kicked in the moment he stepped foot into his 
apartment. It was freezing cold and dark. "I'm home," he said out of instinct, but nobody 
replied. Smiling bitterly, he sank to the floor with his back against the closed door, keeping 
his head in his hands. That was right. Hikari was gone. She wouldn't be there to welcome 
him back home anymore. 


The mere thought of living without her presence in his life suffocated him. Getting up, he 
went to his kitchen and poured himself a glass of cold water. He downed the contents in one 
gulp and harshly slammed the empty glass on the kitchen counter. He took a few steps back, 
letting his back hit the cupboard behind him. Then he started hitting his chest repeatedly, 
asking himself why that heaviness inside his chest wasn't subsiding. 


He knew he needed to get used to this feeling. This was how he was going to survive every 
day from now on. 


Walking back to his living room, Leyon saw something shiny on his table with what seemed 
to be a letter next to it. He widened his eyes in surprise. Could Hikari have left them? 


Leyon spared no second rushing to the table. He hurriedly unfolded the letter with shaking 
hands before reading what was written in it. 


Hi, Leyon. It's me, Hikari. I know it's been a while. I'm so happy you're finally home. 


Leyon tightly clutched the paper in his hand. A lump was forming in his throat. He didn't 
want to keep reading the letter, but his eyes defied his orders. 


I wish the time we spent together had lasted a bit longer. I'm happy I was able to meet you. 
I can't tell when I'll be back, but I just need you to know that this isn't goodbye. You'll 
always be in my heart wherever I go. 


His heart constricted in pain as he kept reading her words, but he couldn't bring himself to 
stop. 


Now, I might sound like a meddling housewife, but I must tell you these things now that I 
won't be there anymore. Don't forget to make your bed right after you wake up. 


Leyon laughed a bit at that. He could picture her getting annoyed and refusing to talk to him 
just because he wouldn't stop being messy around the house. 


Don't forget to clean your room every day. Cook healthy food and eat. Don't keep 
depending on cup noodles. They're bad for your health. 


Leyon shook his head in amusement. He knew Hikari was a great fan of cup noodles, but 
now she was telling him to eat healthy. He had even called her noodle lady one time, and she 
fumed at him. Thinking of those happy memories made him laugh, even through the pain. 


Don't give up on your dreams. No matter where I am, I will always be watching you. I'm 
still waiting for that time when I'll get to hear your name and see your face wherever I go. 


How could that be possible? Leyon thought to himself, shaking his head. 
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And Leyon, thank you. Thank you for treating me like a normal person. You're the first 
person that has ever loved me the way I am. You give me the strength to carry on each 
passing day. I'm really thankful to have met you in my life. 


If this thing called fate exists in this world, I wonder if our paths will cross again someday. 


Days, months and years will come and go, but the sky will remain the same as ever. And as 
long as we are watching the same sky, I'm sure we will meet again. 


Before I end this note, there is something very important I must tell you. 


Do you know? When I was stabbed, I thought I had died, but someone came to me in my 
dream. That person saved me. She brought me back to you. She was your granny. She was 
our grandma Claire. And she passed me a message for you... 


Tears stung his eyes as he read the remaining words of the letter. Overwhelmed by the 
emotions, he closed the letter and set it down on the table. His lips trembled as he rubbed his 
eyes with his fingers, trying to keep his tears from coursing down his cheeks. 


When Leyon was finally able to calm himself down, he turned his head over to Hikari's 
phone resting atop the table. He reached out to touch it, and was surprised when he switched 
it on and saw the wallpaper on the screen. It was a picture of him and Hikari. She was 
smiling brightly at the camera, and he was watching her fondly from behind. He'd always 
been curious about what kind of face he was making when he looked at Hikari, and he finally 
knew now. 


Leyon placed the phone down safely on the table and got up. His gaze then fell on something 
white from under the table. Leyon slowly bent down to pick up the object from the ground. It 
was a picture of Hikari. Wasn't this the same picture she put in her wallet? What was it doing 
here? Leyon opened the whole picture, taking a good look at it. 


The breath hitched in his throat as he saw the other person standing next to Hikari in the 
picture. His heart thumped loudly in his chest. The boy in the picture, that was him. But 
what was he doing there? And with Hikari? 


Suddenly, his head throbbed with unbearable pain, and his ears rang loudly. He clutched his 
head in between his hands as he shouted out in agony. Voices after voices penetrated his 
mind. Memories after memories flashed rapidly as a turbulent of emotions gripped his 
senses. 


He remembered everything now: the first time he met Hikari, how they quickly became 
friends, everything, leading up to his encounter with her abusive father, and how he had lost 
his memories in the process. 


Why now? After all those years. Hikari knew everything, yet she never told him about it. She 
stuck with him all those months, refusing to leave him because she knew it was him. She 
never tried to force him to remember. She accepted him the way he was. She didn't ask for 
anything more. She showered him with love, happiness and comfort — the very things he had 
always longed for. 


The dearest person in her heart, that person was him. It had always been him. He was the 
only one she loved the most. But he had treated her like a stranger. He had been so mean to 
her. Leyon clenched his fists. He didn't deserve to be forgiven. He didn't deserve Hikari. 


He'd once thought those missing memories were irrelevant, and that it didn't matter if they 
returned. Leyon laughed bitterly at himself. He must've been the most idiotic person to have 
ever set foot on this earth. 
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Several thoughts invaded his mind. It might not be too late now. He might still be able to 
catch her. He needed to tell her everything; he needed to apologise. If he didn't, he knew he 
knew he was going to regret this forever. 


Leyon quickly dialled Gil's number and asked for Hikari's flight details. Without wasting a 
second more, Leyon hurried out of his room, taking the picture with him. 


Quickly throwing the cash on the driver's face, Leyon jumped out of the taxi and sprinted 
madly into the airport. He instantly found himself lost in a sea of swarming strangers as soon 
as he made his way in. His eyes scanned the place, hoping to see a familiar head, figure, or 
even a strand of hair from among the crowd. He'd never felt that level of desperation before. 


"Hikari!" he shouted this time, ignoring the weird stares from unknown people. 


Minutes passed as he ventured into each and every area of the massive facility that was 
accessible to him until he finally came to a halt in front of an electronic display board. Arrival 
and departure flight information were provided in real-time on the screen. His eyes 
meticulously searched for the flight Hikari was in. But to his utter shock and 
disappointment, her flight had departed just ten minutes ago. 


Leyon dropped to his knees. He had missed it. He let her go without even saying goodbye. 
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~w 


He knew from the start; from the moment she 

walked into his life, he felt it — a presence deep 

within his heart — a shimmer of hope, so small 
and so faint, but it won't disappear. 


~w 
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His days were lonely, and his nights, unbearably cold. It was as if a part of him had died, and 
another part of him had been taken away. He didn't feel whole. Like an increasingly 
tempestuous storm, his mind remained unsettled. Leyon lost count of how many times he'd 
been reading Hikari's letter over and over again. 


The sound of the doorbell alerted him, and he immediately sprang up from his bed with a 
heart full of hope, only to be disappointed when he opened the door. What was he expecting? 
She was long gone. She wouldn't be here. 


"Yeah, so, are you Leyon K?" 
"Yes, I am." Leyon looked at the mailman in uniform standing in front of him. 
"This is for you," the mailman said, handing Leyon a letter. 


With a nod of his head, Leyon sent the mailman away and closed the door. He tore the letter 
open to read it. Smiling bitterly, he put his hand down, letting it lay limply by his side, still 
holding the letter. This had to be a joke. Leyon couldn't believe it. He had cleared his 
interview. He was now accepted by the Oakridge University of Arts. His future was finally 
settled. He should be happy, but why was his chest tightening even more? 


Hikari would've leapt with joy at the news. In the end, he wasn't able to tell her this news. 
Nothing mattered at this point. His sense of existence was gone. Hikari was gone. He had 
lost his reason to live. 


No. That's not it. Leyon clenched his fists. I can't give up now. No matter how much it hurts, 
I have to close my eyes and dash forward. I have to keep going. Hikari isn't gone. I will find 
her and prove my worth. There's no time for me to cry over something like this. 


For my happiness, and for her happiness, I have to keep fighting. Even now, the future 
looks so dark. 


In this world where people are like nameless stars in the sky, with nobody noticing when 
one of them mysteriously dies and vanishes, I'm also there, shining, struggling, and 
waiting to be noticed. 


But for Hikari, I will become the star that shines the brightest, the first star she notices 
when she looks up at the night sky. I will become that person. 


Starting now, I have to be strong. 


Even if the weight of the pain and suffering that this world has thrown on my shoulders 
tries to knock me down or break me, I won't let it have its way. 


As long as there is one person in this world who will accept me for who I am, then that is 
enough of a reason for me to keep going and continue living. 


And for me, that person is you, Hikari. 
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Seven Years Later... 
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Chapter 36: Rewrite The Stars 


"Good morning, everyone. I'm your host Sarah, welcoming you to our talk show. Our guest 
today is Mr Leyon K who is an outstanding artist, entrepreneur and social activist. 
Recently, he received an Award of Excellence for his painting titled "Whispers of Spring’, 
which was featured on a global platform amongst other incredibly popular artworks. Mr 
Leyon also runs his very own private art gallery, with over one thousand visitors coming 
to view his art each day. It's a pleasure to have you with us today, sir." 


"You're welcome." 


"So, how does it feel to have your picture featured on the front covers of one of the world's 
most widely circulated magazines, the Living Times, three years in a row?" 


"To be honest, I don't know what to say. I'm just surprised, that's all." 
"Have you read through any of those magazines?" 

"No. I don't really pay attention to that." 

"Mr Leyon is a rare individual." (laughs) 

"IT suppose you could say that." 


"So, let's talk about your recent painting, Whispers of Spring. In the painting, you depicted 
a beautiful lady who was accompanied by a lonely traveller. What's the story behind it?" 


"When I was doing the art, I envisioned the lady as an immortal, an ethereal being from 
another world. She came to the mortal world and fell in love with a lonely traveller. The 
traveller, too, had feelings for her. But that kind of love between a mere man and an 
immortal was forbidden. Even so, they tried to fight against both worlds so they could be 
together. In the end, they were separated." 


"Their love didn't win?" 
"It didn't." 


"Such a bittersweet ending. But that’s what makes the art so unique. I really love the story. 
If you don't mind me asking, is the story based on your personal experience?" 


"What do you mean?" 


"What I meant to say is, do you have a woman who is like this lady in your painting? 
Perhaps the lonely traveller is you?" 


"It's simply a painting, and what the viewers make of it is entirely up to them. My 
paintings aren't solely for the sake of self-expression." 


"T absolutely understand. It's just that many women are curious about your current status. 
You're handsome. You're twenty-seven years old. You're one of the youngest, most 
accomplished bachelor of this nation. Everyone wants to know about your love life. The 
entire nation wants to know if you have a girlfriend!" 


"Sorry, I can't answer personal questions." (laughs) 
(sighs) "I can hear a lot of hearts breaking. Sorry, ladies. Anyway, I heard-" 
"Hey? Why'd you turn off the TV?” Gil complained. 


"Why do you keep watching that boring interview?" Leyon argued, dropping the remote on 
his desk. 
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"Is there anything you don't find boring?" 


"No." Leyon got up from his desk and arranged some papers lying on top of it. Scraps of 
papers, paintbrushes, and random cans were strewn about the floor of his studio. Leyon took 
a pen and signed some files before shifting his eyes to Gil. "It's done," he said, waving the file 
at Gil. "Take it to the gallery and give it to the manager." 


"Yes, sir,” Gil replied dully. 
"Can you be more cheerful? Is it that hard being my assistant?" Leyon glared at Gil. 


"Why would it be hard when you pay me so handsomely?" Gil smiled at him, eyes shining 
brightly. 


"I can't believe you." 


"Come on. We've known each other for more than seven years." Gil grinned at him as he 
made his way over to the coffee machine. "Anyway, why don't you clean up this studio a bit?" 
Gil asked, filling up a cup of coffee. 


"Let it be." 
"If big sis were here, she would scold you so bad for being so messy." Gil laughed out loud. 
"I know." Leyon smiled, but there was a tint of sadness reflected in his eyes. 


"Here, coffee." Gil moved towards Leyon, but right when he was about to give Leyon the 
coffee, he tripped on an empty can lying around the studio, stumbled forward and spilled all 
its contents at Leyon, soaking his shirt in brown. 


"That's hot, Gil!" Leyon exclaimed. 
"Sorry. Sorry," Gil apologised almost immediately. 
"It's okay. Get me some tissue." 


In a state of hurry, Gil grabbed whatever he could find from the room, which happened to be 
a white handkerchief lying on top of Leyon's desk. He tried to wipe Leyon's shirt with it, but 
Leyon stopped him. 


"Don't use that. That's the handkerchief Hikari gave me," Leyon said, looking up at Gil in 
complete horror before snatching the cloth from him. 


"Then what am I supposed to- there's no tissue," Gil stammered. 
"T'll get it. It's fine." 


Minutes after they both calmed down, Gil was the first to speak. "You have an appointment 
with the executive director of Apollo Inc. Don't forget." 


"Do I really have to meet him?" 
"Yes. I'll drive you there." 

"It's alright. I'll go by myself." 
"Why?" 


"I'm can handle a small task such as that by myself. Just go back and watch over your 
restaurant." 
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"You don't have to worry about that. My wife is there." 

That's exactly why I worry. Because she keeps complaining I take all your time. "Just go." 
"Alright then.” 

"Is there anything else I have to know?" 

"Right. Ray told me he's bringing souvenirs from his tour. He's coming home soon." 

"T see. So, his concert tour is almost over?" 


"Yup!" Gil said excitedly. "That guy, he's a famous singer now. We don't even get to see him 
that much anymore. This time, when he comes back, we should definitely have a get 
together." 


"Yeah." 


With heavy feet, he trudged along the sidewalk, carrying forth memories of her. A chilling 
gust of wind gently slid through his hair and tickled his face. Years passed, seasons came and 
went, but her presence still occupied a big place in his heart. Her eyes, her smile, her touch, 
everything about her was still vivid in his mind. The wisteria tree had blossomed beautifully, 
just like it did years ago when she was by his side. 


The promise we made to come back and see it bloom on that cold winter evening, will it 
ever come true? The sun, the moon, the sky, everything is still the same. The only one 
missing is you. Hikari? Where are you right now? 


Leyon looked up at the setting sun. He was thinking of Hikari again. How many days had it 
been since then? He had lost count. As he walked up to the wisteria tree, his thoughts began 
to drift once more. Coming to the Central Park was a part of his daily routine now. Nothing 
could rectify the false sense of belief in his heart — the belief that he might meet her again 
someday. 


No matter how many places he visited, how many countries and people he came across, not a 
single speck of familiarity drilled his spiritless existence. It was beginning to feel like a joke. 
He had searched for Hikari everywhere he could possibly think of, yet he couldn't find her. 


Life is full of regrets. This was something he could agree without giving a second thought. No 
matter how you choose to live, life would always be full of regrets. He never gave up and 
chased his dreams. Now they had finally come true. But what was that emptiness inside his 
chest? Like a void that couldn't be filled, it kept lingering inside of him, and sometimes, it 
ached. They said if you lose something, you also gain something in the process. Sure, he 
gained almost everything. He was no longer that poor boy from the past. But why? He 
couldn't understand. He couldn't understand why he wasn’t able to gain anything until he 
lost her. 


Shaking off all those painful thoughts, Leyon turned back, deciding to go back home. And 
that was when he heard a small little girl crying all alone in the distance. 


Leyon slowly made his way over to the little girl. "Hey, little girl? Are you lost?" 


"Who are you, mister?" the little girl sniffed, wiping her tears with the back of her hands. 
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"I'm just someone who wants to help you. What's your name?" Leyon kneeled and placed a 
protective hand over the little girl's shoulders. 


"H-Hana," the little girl stuttered. 

"How old are you, Hana?" 

"Four." Hana showed the numbers with her fingers. 
"Why are you all alone here? Where's your mama?" 
"Hana don't have a mama." 

Leyon immediately shut up. "Papa?" 


Hana shook her head. Leyon was at a loss for words, but Hana soon dismissed his worries 
when she spoke again. "Hana came here with big brother. He told me not to let go of his 
hand, but Hana didn't listen, and now Hana doesn't know where he is wahhhhhh." 


"Don't cry, Hana. I'll find your brother for you." Leyon tried to console Hana, wiping her 
tears away with his thumb. 


"Mister, what's that on your hand?" 

"Oh, this?" Leyon extended his smart phone to Hana. 

"Hana's big brother also has one like that." Hana beamed at him. 
"Really?" Leyon smiled at Hana. She was just too cute. 


"Mister, does your phone also have maaaaaanyyyy numbers like Hana's big brother's?" Hana 
opened her arms wide and tried to explain. 


"Numbers?" Leyon chuckled. "You mean my phone number? Yeah, I have. Wait, do you 
know your big brother's number?" 


Hana vigorously nodded her head. "Big brother taught me." 
"Then can you tell me those numbers? I will call him for you?" 
Hana's eyes lit up at those words. "876-5464-786!" 


"Hana is a very smart kid." Leyon patted Hana on the head, earning a bright smile from the 
girl. He was taken by surprise at how smart Hana was. To think she was familiar with 
numbers from such a young age. Whoever this girl's big brother was, he sure must be one 
thoughtful individual. Leyon couldn't help but praise the brother for raising his sister so well. 
"Your brother must be proud of you," Leyon said as he tapped the numbers on his phone 
while Hana watched his screen in utmost curiosity. 


"Hello. Your sisters in the park with me? Can you come get her?" Leyon said on the phone. 
"Really? Thanks. Tell me where you are. I'll be right there." 

"Is big brother coming?" Hana asked excitedly. 

"Yup." Leyon smiled. "We'll wait-" 

"Hana!" Hearing the name being called, Leyon got up to meet the Hana's brother. 


"Big brother!" Hana cried as she ran and latched onto his leg. 
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"Thank you for looking after my sist- you." Hana's brother stared at Leyon in shock. 
Leyon did the same. He couldn't believe who was in front of him. "You're..." 

mom 

"Zayden?" 


"Hana is my only blood sister." 


Leyon and Zayden were both sitting on a wooden bench in the park, watching Hana play in 
the distance. 


"It's been seven years since then," Zayden choked out. "How... are you doing?" 

"Good. You?" 

"I'm... surviving." Zayden smiled. "I thought you'd suddenly throw a punch after seeing me." 
"T'll gladly give you one if you asked for it now," Leyon replied sarcastically. 


"... Remember that night. Our last day in the fight club. If I could turn back time, I would've 
taken a chance to see you one more time, even if it was just for a minute. There were a lot of 
things I wanted to say to you." 


"It was the same for me." 
"I'm sorry. I won't ask you to forgive me." 
"Say that to Hikari." 


"Right. I'm sorry to her, too. But I don't think I'll be able to show my face to her anymore. 
How's she doing?" 


"She's doing well," Leyon lied. 


They both looked up at the darkening sky. An uncomfortable silence hung in the air before 
Leyon broke that silence. 


"Why? Why did you decide to go to jail back then? What made you change your mind?" 


"When I woke up from my coma, I thought about a lot of things. That time, when Hikari used 
her body to save you, to be honest, I really didn't know what I was doing. My mind told me it 
was wrong, but I ignored it. By the time I realised, it was too to regret." Zayden buried his 
face in his hands. "I remember running out of that place when someone came up to me from 
behind and hit me on the head." 


"You knew who that person was?" 


Zayden nodded. "Whoever he was, it doesn't matter now. No one came to save me from him. 
As much as it's shameless of me to say, I didn't have someone like Hikari who would 
thoughtlessly rush in and save me." Zayden smiled bitterly. "While I was so blinded by power 
and authority, I failed to realise I was drifting further and further away from the people 
around me. My pride and ego were so important I refused to let anyone walk over me. Soon 
enough, I made more enemies than I could count." 


"You were a scumbag, you know?" Leyon said in a matter-of-fact tone. 
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"I know... [have so many regrets now. My father and mother never paid attention to me ever 
since I was a kid. They were so busy with their own affairs I didn't know what it felt like to 
grow up with a family. The more they neglected me, the more I felt numb. So, all I did was 
fight and fight and fight because the pain that was inflicted on me from all those fights made 
me feel alive. It drove away the numbness and, I was addicted to it." 


If there was one person who could understand Zayden, it was Leyon. Zayden was a lost soul; 
he was even worse than him. Unlike him, Zayden let the darkness completely consume him. 
It was nearly impossible to save him then. 


"I was all alone and I didn't have any friends. I thought if I bribed people to stay by my side, 
they would become my friends, but the world didn't work like that. I tried to stay happy, but 
in reality, I was very lonely. When paying them didn't let them stay, I used violence. I know 

what I did was so sick, but I couldn't stop." 


"You know,” Leyon began. Zayden flicked his eyes over to him. "My grandma once told me I 
shouldn't judge people too soon because everybody has their own reasons for behaving the 
way they do. But when it came to you, even if I tried to put those words in your situation, it 
didn't work out." 


Zayden's head immediately dropped. "I've done a lot of unspeakable things," he admitted. 


"You did. But we were once on the same boat. I'd have to admit. Sometimes, I saw my 
reflection in you. If Hikari hadn't come into my life, I might even turn out much worse than 
the you from the past." 


"You were never like me.” Zayden shook his head. “To tell you the truth, I was envious of you. 
I was well aware of your situation. The way you lived, the people you interacted with, I knew 
many things about you. But I was jealous because you're different. You draw people towards 
you without even doing anything while there I was, trying so hard. People love you naturally. 
You don't even have to prove anything to them, but I was different. I wanted to be like you, 
but people just hate me for some reason. Maybe it's the way I am." 


"It's because you don't treat them like humans. They looked up to you as a leader, but you 
treated them as objects that could easily be discarded when you get tired of them. You think 
you can buy everything with money and that's why people don't like you." 


"I fucked up." 
"I'm glad you know it now." 


"I'm sorry I made a lot of troubles for you in the past. All I wanted was to bring you to my 
side at any cost. I couldn't think of any other way. That's why I sent people out to trouble 
you, thinking you'd finally give up and come to me. It wasn't because I hated you or wanted 
to kill you. The truth was deep inside, I just wanted to be your... friend. But because of my 
pride, we ended up fighting all the time. I tried to mask my loneliness with hatred, and 
everything just became a disaster." 


Leyon understood what Zayden meant. Zayden wasn't the only one who made mistakes. Just 
like Zayden, he also had his pride and ego, and refused to let anyone get the better of him. 
The bad blood between Zayden and him was partly his fault. He always acted without 
thinking and worsened the situation. But it was all in the past. He couldn't go back and 
change it, even if he wanted to. "Zayden, everything's over now. Don't dwell on the past 
anymore." 


"I'm truly sorry, and I'll keep telling you this until your ear bleeds.” 
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Leyon laughed. "You sound like a broken teenager." 


"Heh." Zayden smirked. "Aaah.” Zayden stretched his arms. I feel good now that I've gotten 
everything off my chest." He sighed. "I'm not expecting you to treat me differently, nor am I 
making up excuses to lessen my guilt. I'm not trying to make you hate me less. These are just 
things I wanted to say to you years ago. You can ignore them all if you want." 


"I understand. You don't need to explain," said Leyon, waving a hand at him. Somehow, he 
found himself wondering if things would've turned out the way they did if he actually got 
along well with Zayden in the past. Who knows? He didn't have time for what ifs. 


"If anything troubles you in the future, just give me a call," Zayden interrupted his thoughts. 
"I'm always ready to give up my life for you. I owe you this one." 


"Don't you have your little sister to worry about? If you die, who'd take care of her?" 
Zayden was silent. "... Hana has no one but me. She's everything to me.” 
"What happened to your parents?... Sorry, I shouldn't have asked." 


"Its okay. My mom died after giving birth to Hana. She was old when she got pregnant, so 
there were some complications. I was still in jail at that time. As for my father, well, ever 
since he was arrested on charges of fraud and money-laundering, his popularity plummeted 
to the ground, and as a result, lost all his votes. His mind couldn't handle it. He had to be 
sent to a mental hospital. I live with Hana now. Just the two of us." 


"So many things have happened.” 
"Yeah." 
"Big brother, I want to go home." Hana came running to them, rubbing her droopy eyes. 


"T'll take my leave now," Leyon said, getting up. Zayden followed suit. "Hana. I'm leaving." 
Leyon warmly smiled at Hana and waved. 


"Bye-bye, mister." Hana waved happily. She then held Zayden's hand, asking him to pick her 
up. 


Zayden hoisted her up into his arms and shouted at Leyon, who was walking away in the 
distance. "Hey, K. Do you think it's possible for us to meet again and go for a drink 
sometime, maybe?” 


"IT don't drink!" Leyon shouted back. 


"That guy. Never giving me a definitive answer," Zayden muttered under his breath, holding 
a smile. 


"Do you know, big brother?" Hana asked. 


"What is it, Hana?" Zayden threw a glance over his shoulder to look at his sister — the sister 
who demanded him to give her a piggyback ride saying she was sleepy but kept talking 
nonstop instead. 


"It’s about that mister." 
"What about him?" 


"Hana saw a beautiful lady on his phone's waller." 
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"You mean wallpaper?" 

"Yeah. And she looks just like our new teacher, but older." 
"Your new teacher?” 

"Yeah." 

"A new teacher came to your school?" 


"Yeah. She's so sweet and kind, and she even gave us chocolates. Hana forgot her name. She 
came to our school on Wednesday. She's the most beautiful lady Hana has ever seen." 


"Ts that so?" 


"You bought another magazine of him?" exclaimed a blonde-haired female. "You really are 
obsessed with him, aren't you?" The woman narrowed her blue eyes at the person sitting in 
front of her. "You, my friend, are a hopeless romantic," she added. 


The woman observed her friend who was busy writing something in her book to even pay 
attention to her. Her eyes unconsciously fell on her friend's wrist, where she spotted a 
beautiful blue watch adorning her delicate wrist. The watch must be special to her, she 
thought. She saw her wearing it almost every day. 


"Hikari?" whined the woman, nudging her friend on her shoulders. "Let's go now. We'll be 
late... You can crush on your crush later. We need to go now," said the woman. 


Hikari got up and arranged her things before turning back to the blonde-haired woman, and 
giving her a smile. 


"Why don't you try going to his studio to meet him? Right. You told me you went there once, 
but he wasn't there," said the blonde woman as they stopped before a zebra crossing. "You 
sure have it hard. But on the bright side, I think our students are lucky they have a teacher 
like you who never gives up. On her love, that is," the woman said sarcastically. 


The traffic lights turned green, and they both crossed the road. 


"Why are we stopping here?" 

"Traffic, man," Gil replied, turning his head from the front seat of the car. 
"I hate traffic," Leyon muttered in the backseat. 

"Are there any news on big sis?” Gil blurted out suddenly. 

"Nothing." 

"Where could she be hiding?" 


"How would I know?" 
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"For all we know, she could be among those pedestrians crossing the road as we speak," Gil 
joked. 


"And do you think such coincidences occur in real life?" Leyon scoffed at Gil. 


Hikari heaved a heavy sigh as she walked up to the blooming wisteria tree. Ever since she 
came back to the city, she'd been visiting the Central Park almost every day, hoping she'd run 
into Leyon, but there was still no luck. She settled down under the wisteria tree with a book 
in hand. Then she opened her book and flipped over the pages, reading it, but her mind 
wasn't fully immersed in the book. Minutes seemed to pass by before something wet touched 
her forehead. Rain? 


Hikari looked up at the sky. It was overcast. She could hear thunder rumbling in the 
distance. Fortunately, she brought an umbrella with her today. And judging from the looks of 
it, it seemed like the sky would pour any moment. 


Hikari took out a clear, see through umbrella from her bag and placed it next to her. She then 
went back to reading her book, but a manly voice coming from the other side of the tree 
immediately grabbed her attention. 


"Yeah? Who's this?" 
The man seemed to be talking on his phone. 
"Yes, it's me, Leyon. Sorry, I don't do interviews now." 


Hikari widened her eyes. Her heart began to race; she had to remind herself to keep 
breathing. She hurriedly gathered her things and spun on her heels to go after the man. 


Where is he? There was nobody there on the other side of the tree. The scene replayed in her 
head like Deja vu, but she knew this wasn't a dream. She couldn't have mistaken it. That was 
him. That was Leyon. 


Running around in a frenzy, her eyes desperately scanned the surroundings, and that was 
when she finally spotted him. 


It's raining. This had to be his most unlucky day. If he knew it would rain, he could've 
brought an umbrella with him. Leyon scowled in annoyance as he went to take cover from 
the drizzling rain under a tree. It would be better to call Gil and let him come to pick him up. 
With that thought in mind, Leyon took out his phone and searched for Gil's number. He 
cursed under his breath when the phone suddenly slipped from his hands and fell on the wet 
grass. 


As he crouched down to pick it up, he saw a figure approaching him from the corner of his 
eye before it stopped right in front of him. Looking at the stranger's feet, Leyon could 
identify the person as a woman. Still in a crouching position, Leyon glanced up at the woman 
who was looming above him. The first thing that caught his eye was a blue watch adorning 
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the woman's wrist as she held an umbrella over his head. She was clad in an elegant chiffon 
yellow dress. A sense of familiarity instantly gripped him. The woman smiled at him and 
extended her free hand for him to take. "Leyon, it's me." 


The woman spoke to him, and he had to blink his eyes to make sure she wasn't just an 
illusion. She was real. Her smooth, silky voice echoed in his ears, the pleasant tone touching 
his heart. And for the first time in a very long time, Leyon could hear his heart thrumming 
loudly in his chest. 


"You don't remember me?" asked the woman. 
Disappointed, the woman withdrew her hand, but Leyon caught it without saying a word. 
"Hikari? You're Hikari." Tears stung his eyes as Leyon squished the woman's hand. 


The woman brightly smiled at him. "I'm back, Leyon." 
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Epilogue 
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"Leo? Leo?" Hikari called out from the backyard of her home. 


"Mama." A five-year-old boy who looked a lot like a mini-Leyon came 
running and hugged Hikari's waist. 


"Be careful, Leo," Hikari said to her son. 


"Mama, mama. Look. Papa made this paper plane for me." Leo held out 
his little hand, showing Hikari his paper plane. 


Hikari smiled warmly at him. "I know, honey. But we're going to have 
lunch now. Papa's waiting for you, too. You can continue playing after 
you have lunch." 


"Okay, mama." Leo beamed at Hikari. He then stood up on his toes and 
peeked at something, or rather someone, in Hikari's arm. "Is Kaide 
sleeping again?” Leo asked his mother, looking at his one-year-old sister, 
who was sound asleep in his mother's arms. 


"She is." Hikari giggled at his son. 
"Now let's go." Hikari ushered her son inside. 
"Papa. Play with me after lunch." Leo shouted as he ran inside the house. 


Hikari chuckled in amusement and quietly closed the door to their 
backyard before she, too disappeared into the house. 
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